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) To atpecatephalgilbedied 
A team of magical ides Nate] 
Oho—we wish! Elves don’t ask 
to be paid! No, instead, we've 
in the ite direction. 
of that fairydust for us—the 
reviews you're it to read (or at 


THE ACTING! HACKTING! 
SCHMACKTING! REVUE 
(STAGE 9) 
kkk 
Crude, lewd, and hilarious, this 
revue features performances by 
Fred the Carrot, Fat Girl, two one- 
act plays by Edmonton's Christo- 
pher Schulz, and dysfunctional 
husband-and-wife hosts, played 
by Christoff Lundgren and 
Aimee Beaudoin. Music is provid- 
ed by Die Gretzy Die and the Fab- 
ulous 99s 

Stupid but smart, the best parts 
of the revue (definitely Schulz’s 
two plays) recall the absurdist, 
surrealist sketch comedy of Kids 
in the Hall, Monty Python, and 
Mr. Show. If these guys aren’t con- 


ANY SECOND NOW 
Joanne O’ Sullivan is an “awkward, neurotic mess” —and we love her for it! 
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least skim through, sto occa- 
eaieeal tt ne 
shows) were created by a crack 

of writers 
and 


nees, often both in the same day; 
they watched shows by some of 


sistently up to that level yet, chalk 
it up to youth and inexperience, 
but they’re still damn funny, and 
only occasionally eye-rollingly so. 
(A sex song from Fred, a man ina 
cheap carrot costume, is one low 
point.) 

Charismatic in the extreme, this 
little cast probably contains a 
good percentage of Edmonton’s 
more interesting young talents. 

MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


AFRICAN FOLKTALES WITH 
ERIK DE WAAL 

(STAGE 12) 

dott 

The heads of several African ani- 
mals—an elephant, a lion, a zebra, 
a giraffe—tie onstage at the start 


Edmonton’s most skilled actors 
and a few shows by brave and/or 
foolhardy artists who’ve never 
been onstage before in their lives. 
They saw more than 130 shows 
in all, and now they’re about to 
tell you what they thought of 


of Erik de Waal’s children’s show. 
Don’t be alarmed, though: they're 
just puppets, and de Waal moves 
deftly among them as he tells his 
spellbound audience timeless, tra- 
ditional fables about the animal 
kingdom of the sort that have 
undoubtedly been handed down 
by generations of African tribes- 
people. Where did the mosquito 
get its noise? What was the lion’s 
secret? How did it get to walk, 
and how did the vulture learn 

to fly? 

De Waal teases and challenges 
the more precocious members of 
his young audience, indulging his 
obvious affection for children and 
their honesty. This is very enjoy- 
able storytelling that is made in 





Now we’ve seen everything 


one of our writers might strike 
you as a zero-star abomination— 
and vice versa. 

More so than during any other 
time in the theatre season, the 
Fringe is a huge, active critical 
conversation, and we're just 
adding our voice to the din. We're 
just louder and chattier than most. 

Enjoy. And don’t let the weath- 
pied distrust of the ticket a. 

you: see a play, 


the moment more than rehearsed. 
De Waal customarily presents two 
shows at the Edmonton Fringe, 
and this year is no exception—he 
may also be seen at Stage 3, telling 
tales from Boccaccio’s Decameron. 
Don't get the two shows con- 
fused—Decameron is definitely not 
for kids. 

RICHARD VAN OOSTEROM 


ALEC & DORIS: FIX US! 
(STAGE 6) 

ket 

Expatriate Edmonton improviser 
Jacob Banigan returns from his 
new home in Graz, Austria with 
his new wife Juliette Eroed in tow 
for this unscripted comedy in 
which they play Alec & Doris, a 
pair of “relationship rehabilita- 
tors” who promise to help every 
couple in the audience become as 
harmonious as they are. 

The show’s premise is fertile 
ground for satire, but the execu- 
tion is disappointing. Banigan and 
Eroed’s parody of smarmy Dr. 
Phil-style therapy is pretty tooth- 
less, and Alec & Doris themselves 
are sketchily conceived characters. 
(Are they frauds? Do they believe 
all this couples-counseling dou- 
blespeak, or are they as sickening- 
ly earnest as they seem? How 
exactly does the stress of conduct- 
ing this seminar expose the cracks 
in their relationship? The acting 
choices need to be stronger.) 

I should emphasize that the per- 
formance of Fix Us! I attended 
was conducted under very diffi- 
cult circumstances—a sparsely 
attended, low-energy midnight 
show. Obviously, I can only 
review the show I saw, but I 
would also expect that with a big- 
ger crowd, the laughs will 
increase. 

PAUL MATWYCHUK 


ALICE 

(STAGE 12) 

b S807 0*4 

How do you stage someone 
drowning in a sea of their own 
tears? Or, for that matter, falling 
forever down a rabbit hole? I 
don’t know, and I don’t think that 
Kaybridge Production’s reality 
TV-style take on Alice in Wonder- 
land provides the answer. The 
three storytellers and Alice have 
little dramatic relationship, and all 
the wonder and imagination of 
Lewis Carroll's original Alice is 
lost in an adaptation that’s as 
bland as HGTV. 

There is little shading to the 
actors’ delivery—it’s all whispers, 
shouts, and pauses—and I found 
an hour of the same pace wearing. 
A lot of Carroll's delicious absur- 
dities and wordplay are lost, and 
much of what is retained (for 





instance, the lesson on English 
history) will probably sail over 
most Canadian grown-ups’ heads 
let alone their children’s. 

A couple of the songs are good 
but the incidental music is, on the 
whole, unimaginative. A variety 
of costumes would have helped 
make more sense of the script and 
it would have been interesting to 
see better use of the playing 
space—the four players spend 
most of the play clustered togeth- 
er in the middle of the stage. That 
said, I did like the caterpillar. 

For what it’s worth, my three- 
year-old daughter said, “That was 
a very beautiful show.” My seven- 
year-old son, however, asked, 
“How much longer before the 
show is over?” You choose. 

RICHARD VAN OOSTEROM 


ANDROMEDA AND ALEXIA’S 
ASTRONOMICALLY 

AMAZING ADVENTURE!!! 
(STAGE 12) 

b 8.887074 

Any good children’s production is 
lively, entertaining and filled to 
the sippy-cup brim with excite- 
ment. However, while Andromeda 
& Alexia's Astronomically Amazing 
Adventure!!! has no shortage of 
imagination (or exclamation 
points), there’s just no zing to it; at 
the performance I attended, the 
wee ones—not to mention their 
accompanying parents—couldn’t 
help but shuffle in their seats at its 
complicated, drawn-out and often 
confusing plotline. 

The show begins with a young 
girl angry at her parents for 
ignoring her. (They‘ve just had a 
new baby.) In protest, she builds 
a Space-Time-Reality machine 
that “malfunctions” as she tries to 
run away. : 

Here, where you'd expect to get 
a parallel story that instructs the 
huffy young girl about loving her 
new sibling, you instead get a 
completely unrelated, uninvolv- 
ing tale of two girls (Alexia and 
Andromeda) who travel to anoth- 
er dimension. 

The young girl’s relationship to 
these characters (they’re actually 
hand-held mirrors with faces 
drawn on them) is unclear, and 
Alexia and Andromeda's Astronomi 
cally Amazing Adventure!!! never 
gets off the ground, much less into 
another dimension. 


AMANDA ASH 
ANY SECOND NOW. 
(STAGE 2) 
KKK 


She posits herself as an awkward 
neurotic mess, but Joanne O’Sulli- 
van sure knows how to use it, 
happily guiding the audience 
through her brief fling with speed 
and online dating, minor cosmeti: 
surgery, and the disappointment 
that was her first kiss, which in 
her adolescent mind she thought 
would be the event that would 
finally kick off her adult life. Now 
there's a setup bound to scar a 
young woman, and O’Sullivan— 
a self-professed “good girl’”— 
deals with her mortification the 
way that generations of funny 
people have, by mining it for 
comedy gold. 

Her choice of subject matter— 
interwoven anecdotes about her 
ongoing struggles as a profession- 
al entertainer and a single woman 
in her mid-30s—could have easily 

ielded banal, sitcom-style 
umour, but instead this Toronto 
actor/writer/comedian is wryly, 
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On her majesty’s secret survey 


SEE’s exclusive Bond Scale ranks every play at Live and Let Fringe from Connery to Lazenby 


mint ’ 


CONNER 


kkk 
Poptart 
The Power of Ignorance 


kK KA 

African Folktales With Erik de 
Waal 

The Creation of the World and 
Other Business 

Dishpig 

Homeless 

Jesus in Montana: Adventures in a 
Doomsday Cult 

Letters From Battle River 

Munsch’n Right Along 

Putz 

Singing at the End of the World 

White Mice 

The World’s Wife 
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The Acting! Hackting! 
Schmackting! Revue 

Any Second Now 

The Big Stupid Improv Show 

Caberlesque! 

The Cody Rivers Show: 
“Flammable People” 

Cyranose 

Die-Nasty!: The Legendary Live 
Improvised Soap Opera 

Die Roten Punkte 

Eat My Brain 

Effie’s Burning 

The Ghost Righter’s 

The Headshot of Dorian Grey 

Hot Pink Bits 

Jem Rolls Up 


Kiwi Joker 

Lobster Telephone 

Mark Twain’s “Is Shakespeare 
Dead?” 

Matt and Ben 

The Medicine Show 

Miss April Day’s School for 
Burgeoning Young Strippers 

Napoleon’s Secret Diary 

One 

Our Kind of Love Is an Ugly Love 

A Poster of the Cosmos 

Scratch 

Tangelico 

True Grid 

Underneath the Lintel 

Water 

Woof, and Other Tales of Abigail's 


KK re 

Back to Methuselah 

Beowulf 

The Bold and Spiky Show 

Chance Moments 

Fear of a Brown Planet 

Fish Cat Bird 

The Fugue Code 

House of Sod 

Kafka and Son 

Madagascar 

Movin’ Melvin Brown: Me, Ray 
Charles and Sammy Davis Jr. 

Out of Pocket 

Picasso at the Lapin Agile 

Poofy du Vey in “Burden of Poof” 

Private i 

Sacrilicious! 

Sex Over 40 and Other Amazing 
Stories 

Strawberries in January 

Thomas Baxter’s Thought Control 





Bang Bang You’re Dead 

Boom! 

The Churchill Protocol 

Cinderella the Wizard 

Decameron 

The Diary Project 

Dickens of the Mounted 

El Muchacho 

God’s Eye 

How to Fake Clinical Depression 

Lounge-Zilla! 

Love & Drollery 

Maggie Now! (Parts One and 
Two) 

Manners for Men 

Phil the Void: Where the Truth Lies 

Planes, Trans and Automobiles 

Rainer Hersch’s Victor Borge 

Sex Over 40 

Solitude 

Something Red 

The Tale of a T-Shirt 

The UnNaturals 


KKH 

Alec & Doris: Fix Us! 

“B,” or, Unless You Steal Her Pen! 

Bald Ego 

The Bridesmaid 

Charming Charlotte 

The Circus Is Coming to Town 

Copyright Infringement 

The Countess Margo 

Crooked 

Cuckoos 

Futures 

Hooray for Speech Therapy 

If Tap Shoes Could Talk 

The Irish Ghost of Grandin School 

The Lemonade Maker 

Not Even an Ostrich 

P.S. 69 

Superhero Live 

Tough! 

Vincent 

Whoa Whoa Whoa! Hold ona 
Second. Wait Just a Minute... 
There’s WAY Too Much Butter 
on That 

Wobbling Madonna 





>= 
MOORE 


x* 

Andromeda and Alexia’s 
Astronomically Amazing 
Adventure!!! 

Badaboom! 

5 of a Kind 

Frappé 

Here After 

Hooked 

Lay Down and Love Me Again 

Lineage 

No More Games 

Passion 

Tippi Seagram’s Happy Hour 

Waiting for Grimm 


PS ae aoeed 

archy and mehitabel 

Be Prepared 

Brie, Baguette and a Broad: A 
Cabaret 

Hamlet 

Indulgences 

Notre Dame of Paris: The Musical 

Simon Simmons and Burkley’s 
Book of Everything 

Stand Up Stand Outs 

The Whiskey Haired Man 





LAZENBY 


Alice 
Bitches, Part 1: A Woman's Fury 
In the Bag 





THE BRIDESMAID 
Keira McDonald has them rolling in the aisles 


and at times brutally, funny 
TOM MURRAY 


ARCHY AND MEHITABEL 
(STAGE 3) 

kts 

My most vivid recollection of 
watching this play is sitting in the 
theatre and listening to a cock- 
roach sing with great passion 
about his failed suicide attempt 
That's the Fringe for you. 

Based on the beloved series of 
newspaper columns by Don Mar- 
quis, this musical is about the 
unlikely friendship between 
archy, a poetry-writing cockroach 
who works for Marquis’ newspa- 
per, and a hard-living alley cat 
named Mehitabel. While it’s 
enthusastically performed enthu- 
siastically by MacEwan Theatre 
Arts, archy and mehitabel still 
comes across as more of a cabaret 
than a musical in that not a lot 
happens, but there’s always some- 
thing to sing about. As archy tries 
to turn Mehitabel to the life of the 
straight and narrow, Don Marquis 
wanders through, Rod Serling- 
like, to shake his head in “Oh, 
archy” fashion. 

It’s cleanly staged and has some 
sweet moments, but it’s overshad- 
owed by the thin plot, and the 
repetitive songs, all of which seem 
to consist of reprises and varia- 
tions on the same theme. 


CASEY GAGNON 
“B,” OR UNLESS YOU STEAL 
HER PEN! 
(STAGE 7) 
wa 


Mix one part film noir, one dose 
of comic book villainy and four 





parts 1950s gender-gap comedy, 
and you've got quite the genre 
cocktail. The cast does a good job 
of embodying several of the era’s 
classic archetypes stereotypes: 
the Dimwit Blonde and her hope- 
lessly infatuated male counter- 
part, the Shrill Smart Girl with 
Glasses, the Office Jerk, and the 
Clueless Boss. 

After the Clueless Boss gets a 
pen jabbed through his cranium, a 
duck-voiced Clumsy Gumshoe 
arrives to solve the murder. Elisa 
Benzer’s portrayal of Bea (the 
Shrill Smart Girl—not to mention 
the boss’ daughter) is satisfyingly 
silly, and Matthew Shuurman’s 
ably executes the switch from 
office dumbass into Detective 
Shuck. But the intentionally two- 
dimensional characterizations 
soon wear out their welcome, and 
I suspect audiences will lose inter- 
est long before the clever final 
twist. 

FAWNDA MITHRUSH 


BACK TO METHUSELAH 
(STAGE 3) 

waa 

What if you could choose, by 
sheer force of will, to live forever? 
That's one of the questions pro- 
posed by Shaw’s play about man’s 
struggle with his fear of life’s end 
versus the fear of an eternity with 
one’s self. 

Cut down from its original 10- 
hour running time to a much 
more manageable 80 minutes, this 
condensed epic takes us on a jour- 
ney from the far-distant past to 
the far-flung future. 

Shaw’s theory that we die long 
before we can be of any use to 


society is heady, intellectual stuff, 
and the company of actors handle 
the dense text well, presenting us 
with a simply staged, intense, 
intriguing and often humourous 
summary of Shaw’s ideas, with 
Shaw himself acting as master of 
ceremonies. Best to see this one 
while you're still fresh and have 
all your wits about you. 

CASEY GAGNON 


BADABOOM! 

(STAGE 4) 

wae 

An hour-long primer course in the 
art of burlesque performed almost 
entirely with puppets, Badaboom! 
should be a riotous good time, 
but for the most part it’s a dull 
rehash of jokes we’ve heard many 
times before. 

The novelty of seeing a puppet 
serenade an embarrassed audi- 
ence member with a risqué tune 
wears off pretty fast, the emcee’s 
one-liners are thin and corn- 
ball—knowingly so, but still— 
and we even get a “Who’s on 
First?” routine which adds noth- 
ing new to this dustiest of old 
jokes—except that it’s performed 
by puppets. 

The highlight of Badaboom! is 
the appearance by two German 
doctors (played by real people this 
time) who perform an audience- 
interactive slideshow on the histo- 
ry and methods of burlesque. 
These segments got the crowd 
really laughing and led me to 
believe there’s a better show to be 
found with these characters... and 
minus the puppets. 

MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


BALD EGO 

(STAGE 10) 

kktry 

Paul Thome starts out strong with 
his brand of one-man comedy (with 
guitar) but by the end he seems to 
lose his smarts and tries for too 
many easy laughs. 

At the front of his act, the dry, 
dark funny bits about death, hell, 
suicide bombers and the dismay that 
comes with being in Edmonton ona 
Thursday night at 10 p.m. are excel- 
lent. The cute Brit interacts well with 
the audience, especially with the bit 
on city slogans and Edmonton's 
dubious “City of Champions” claim. 

Too bad those smarts don’t con- 
tinue. The last half of the set relies on 
bland jokes about Tim Hortons jokes 
and a recurring “Canadians are 
nice” bit. Maybe Thorne thought he 
was “localizing” his routine, but the 
result is as stale as a two-day-old 
bearclaw. (Ouch! Maybe we Canadi- 
ans aren't so nice after all...) 

ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 


BANG BANG YOU’RE DEAD 
(STAGE 11) 
KKK 
How much ridicule can one boy take 
before he grabs a rifle and embarks 
ona killing spree that leaves both his 
parents and five classmates dead? 
Bang Bang You're Dead, by Leduc 
playwright William Mastrosimone, 
is a haunting, introspective journey 
into the mind of a young killer who 
will likely see prison before his own 
high school graduation. Though it’s 
impossible to fully understand the 
motives of a killer (unless you're also 
tempted to take rifle in hand, heaven 
forbid), this dark drama gives you a 
pretty convincing approximation of 
what that state of mind must be like. 
It’s a gloomy play, to be sure—the 
only relief is provided by a couple of 
humourous lines delivered by a 
dead girl obsessed with college frat- 
boys—but it’s short and it cuts out 
before Mastrosimone exhausts the 
audience with too much melan- 
choly. 

CORY RICHARD 


BE PREPARED 

(STAGE 7) 

KITT 

Matthew Bellwood begins his 
show by informing you that he’s a 
storyteller, and that he'll tell you 
10 “small” stories. Though this 
show carries an 18-and-over rat- 
ing, the tone (and morals) of those 
stories would be better suited for 
a much younger, and much less 
astute audience. 

Despite the “adult” content— 
mainly a lot of talk about blowjobs 
and the trials and tribulations of 
being gay—Bellwood settles for 
cheesy messages like “life is beau- 
tiful” and “you can never be pre- 
pared for death.” There are no 
transitions between individual 
stories, so each one has a tidy, 
stand-alone quality, but none are 
particularly memorable, interest- 
ing, or funny. After the first tale 
you know everything you need to 
know about who Bellwood is, his 
style, and his sense of humour. 
And then you have to listen to 
nine more. 

FAWNDA MITHRUSH 


BEOWULF 

(STAGE 11) 

tke tty 

Blake William Turner adapts per- 
haps the oldest English heroic 
elegy into an action-packed stage 
show. Beowulf (Bryan D. Webb, 
not to be confused with the mod- 


ern dancer, although this guy is 
pretty nimble too), a hero of the 
Geats renowned for his prowess 
in battle, is set to take down the 
seemingly indestructible beast 
Grendel (Ryan Ash) and... well, 
much fighting ensues. 

It’s hard not to be impressed b 
this show’s smooth, choreo- 
graphed fight scenes. A backflip? 
How can someone do that night 
after night and not get injured or 
you know, accidentally punch or 
another cast member? With mini 
mal props, this group creates a 
convincing world filled with ele- 
ments of fantasy, where heroes 
and villains must battle, and sea 
monsters still threaten the waters 

You won't find this play listed 
in the Fringe Festival program 
guide, but please note that it has 
replaced Flowers for Dennis. It 
doesn’t contain a naked Angelina 
Jolie like the upcoming Beowulf 
movie does, but it’s still damned 
entertaining. I mean... backflips! 

CORY RICHARD 


THE BIG STUPID IMPROV 
SHOW 

(STAGE 11) 

Kk KK 

The Big Stupid Improv Show is defi 
nitely big, but stupid? Definitely 
not—at least not in a bad way. 

As with the best improv, the 
actors seem just as surprised by 
what happens in each scene as th 
audience does, and yet each new 
scenario is funnier than even som 
of the best rehearsed comedies. 
This is what everybody says abou! 
Edmonton improvisers, but it’s 
true: it’s hard to believe that 
something so funny can be invent 
ed on the spot without ever resort 
ing to lazy, banana-peel-style 
slapstick. It’s a shame that Nicola 
Gunn’s hotly anticipated new 
show The Lost Property Office had 
to drop out of the Fringe at the 
last minute, but it’s hard to imag- 
ine a more entertaining or inspir- 
ing replacement than this show- 
case for some of the festival's best 
comic talent. 

You really can’t know what to 
expect at each show, but if they 
can match such opening-night 
characters as Uncle Grandpa, 
Wheelchair-Robot-Future-Guy, 
and Dandruff Boy (beware, he 
sheds), you're in for a wild hour 
of consistent laughter and 
applause. 

CORY RICHARD 


BITCHES, PART 1: 

A WOMAN’S FURY 

(STAGE 8) 

kei 

I know not to judge a book by its 
cover ora play by its title, but let’s 
face it: anything that chooses to 
call itself something as derogatory 
as Bitches is on a crash course for 
disaster, and this play, sadly, is no 
exception. In case the play’s title 
fooled into thinking it was some 
sort of tongue-in-chtek feminist 
tract, let me make it clear that it’s 
actually an office comedy about 
four unlikable characters who 
spend two hours becoming even 
more unlikeable. 

In fact, the characters are so 
despicable that it’s impossible to 
care about the play at all: every- 
one onstage is pissed off and we 
never figure out why; fights erupt 
volcanically without any warning; 
and the script is dotted with long, 
awkward pauses that aren’t 
funny, just long and awkward. It's 
exhausting. 
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Nothing has any meaning in 
this play—not the characters’ 
unrealistically witty one-liners, 
not the developments in what 
masquarades as a plot, not even 
the graphic and unnecessary rape 
scene. The only thing that’s a bitch 
here is the experience of watching 
it. 

EAMON MCGRATH 


THE BOLD AND SPIKY SHOW 
(STAGE 10) 

Ke KITT 

Rob Gee and Steve Larkin have a 
great sense of rhythm and pace. And 
on the night I caught their act, they 
also rose to the challenge of a mid- 
night show with volume and enthu- 
siasm. Their material is fresh, smart 
and funny—I particularly enjoyed 
their political poem about the psy- 
chological impacts of the war in 
Afghanistan, dedicated to the grunt 
soldiers returning from the front- 
lines. Bits about Australian govern- 
ment ads and family members who 
could sell Conrad Black a copy of the 
Daily Worker and Australian govern- 
ment ads were delivered with 
panache. 

The only thing detracting from 
their act is that they deliver their 
poems at such a furious clip that the 
words become hard to follow. But 
these guys work so hard (I swear I 
saw steam coming off Gee's head) 
that it’s hard to fault them for confu- 
sion that was probably a result of 
my late-night fatigue. Gee and 


THE CHURCHILL PROTOCOL 





Larkin obviously are more used to 
Staying up late than lam 
ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 


BOOM! 
(STAGE 5) 
xk 

A French production subtitled in 
English, Bi might 
lems for Anglophone 


pose prot 
audien 
having to read the subtitles 
mounted above the stage puts you 
at a certain distance from the per 
formers, which is too bad, because 
these are three of the best Fran 
cophone actors in Edmontor 


(Anna-Maria LeMaistre, Mireille 

Mogquin, and Isabelle Rousseau) 
Boom! tells the story of a young 

woman on the verge of he dt 


birthday, whose life is so sheltered 
and middle-class that she’s never 
even said the F-word. But there’s 
an explanation for this: her moth- 
er made a prayer before she was 
born that she never be exposed to 
the usual dangers and challenges 
that face a young woman (a wish 
granted by three playful fairies) 
As our heroine struggles to find 
a new path, we get plenty of com 
mentary on the current state of 
Alberta (hence the title). There’s 
the usual stuff about the difficul- 
ties of living in boom times, but to 
hear it from a Francophone per- 
spective is unique. On the other 
hand, the social commentary 
doesn’t mesh all that well with the 
plot itself, but perhaps that’s just 


the nguace 





MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


THE BRIDESMAID 











(STAGE 6) 
xy 
He is the thing eat 
Emily Dickinson—but in this 

one-woman § Vv written anc 
performed by Seattle’s Keira 
McDonald, Hope is the thing 
t us bridesmaid’s dress 

; ries 0 
opue p nin re) 

da Ke 











boyi ds and hor nd 
he best m 

i elf i te 
tras gy ha t r 
in her shoulder at all 
these women who seem to have 
no trouble getting married multi 
ple times while she remains 
alone—is a vivid character, but 


McDonald doesn’t do anything to 
link the individual monologues 
together or get you to care 
whether this rather unlikable 
abrasive character ever finds hap 
you 
can’t escape the feeling that a 
show with this premise should 


piness. When it’s all ove 





have been much more funny and 
poignant 


PAUL MATWYCHUK 





























BRIE, BAGUETTE AND A h ourous banter, and enticing 
BROAD: A CABARET : There’s Berlin in 1933 
(STAGE 2) as vhere i get to meet 
xy ft tr ice part 
hat t y abou yman 
k 006 
nur 
i : he 
x 
t 1 ‘ ‘ ne ilk 
: : it t 1a NV I 
bout , lin t 
her tl D erin 
nond th ¢ hy , 
mpe i te. “Je N \i 
Pas \ ¥ nic And ee 
1 soprano Mirell CORY RICHARD 
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CORY RICHARD 
CHARMING CHARLOTTE 
(STAGE 8) 
xe 
In Charming Charlotte, playwright 


Alexander Forsyth takes a story of 
a brutal exchange of power and its 
aftermath within a Roy Lichten- 
stein pop art aesthetic. And it 
works! For a while, anyway, until 
so many disturbing lost secrets are 
uncovered that plot becomes 
hopelessly melodramatic. The per- 
formances from the cast are about 
as good as you can expect with 
this difficult script, although they 
all could stand to learn that a 
small bit less can have a greater 
effect than a whole lot more 
Despite its flaws, if enough people 
see Charming Charlotte, it could 
become one of the most subtly 
controversial plays at the Fringe 
Don't let its timid title throw you 
off—just know going into it that it 
is disturbing to the core 

EAMON MCGRATH 


THE CHURCHILL PROTOCOL 
(STAGE 8) 
KKK 
A sketchy government coverup 
leads a desperate Globe and Mail 
reporter to find out a little bit 
more about the Canadian military 
than he wants to in this topical 
political satire in the Dr. 
Strangelove vein, though the 
humour here is considerably crud- 
er than Stanely Kubrick’s pinpoint 
satire. But hey: what is there about 
a death ray gun that causes sol- 
diers to shit themselves that won't 
cause an audience to erupt in 
juvenile laughter? 

The acting hits the mark, with 
performances that are as exagger- 


eee Sec tins SOS 


fringe 
ated and overacted as the script 
requires. Aside for a few instances 
where you'll have to reach over, 
Vince Vaughn-style, and cover 
your kids’ ears, it’s more or less 
suitable to take socially aware 
teens to see. The Churchill Protocol 
is thought-provoking fun for the 
whole government-distrusting 
family. 

EAMON MCGRATH 


CINDERELLA THE WIZARD 
(STAGE 12) 

KKK 

It’s a little odd to see what's osten- 
sibly a children’s play and hear 
the laughter coming mostly from 
the parents. In the tradition of all 
those Pixar and Disney flicks that 
feel the need to corrupt children 
with pop-culture references before 
they’re even old enough to see a 
PG-13 movie on their own, 
Cinderella the Wizard contains ref- 
erences to Lindsay Lohan and 
Hilary Duff, as well as a host of 
allusions no kid will get, from ‘60s 
fashion model Twiggy to Cecil B 
DeMille, the For Dummies books, 
hemp shoes, Birkenstocks, and 
Mother Jones magazine. 
(Cinderella’s not just a wallflower 
here; she’s a bit of a hippie too.) 
There’s also at least one glaring 
linguistic gaffe: at the midnight 


THE CIRCUS IS COMING TO TOWN 


Starring the many faces of Allison Lane 


ball, we're told the crowd is divid- 
ed into “party animals” and 
“snooty populists.” Maybe a dic- 
tionary for the scriptwriter to look 
up the word “populist” would be 
helpful? 

Nonetheless, Cinderella's ener- 
getic, talented young cast and 
colourful design had the kids 
entertained, and the brisk direc- 
tion kept things moving. 

MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


THE CIRCUS IS COMING 

TO TOWN 

(STAGE 10) 

KKK 

Calgarian Allison Lane uses an 
exaggerated version of her life— 
she’s a single woman in her mid- 
30s, with a disaster of a dysfunc- 
tional family always underfoot— 
as the basis for this mildly amus- 
ing hour-and-change monologue. 
It’s not the most original premise: 
Mom and Dad are neurotic and 
demanding (“Spread your legs 
and make us some grandkids!”), 
brother Mark is fixated on Monty 
Python, adopted brother Anthony 
a hyperactive criminal-to-be. But 
Lane is an engaging enough per- 
former—with her constant use of 
“eh,” she’s practically a hoser ver- 
sion of a Sex and the City character. 
The occasional use of music seems 


a little careless at times and Lane’s 
impressions are hokey, but assum- 
ing you're in her demographic, 
she puts out enough infectious 
onstage energy to make you will- 
ing to overlook those minor faults. 
TOM MURRAY 


THE CODY RIVERS SHOW: 
“FLAMMABLE PEOPLE” 
(STAGE 5) 
ke Kw 
Exuberant, creative, whimsical, 
ambitious... and sometimes funny. 
At first blush, it seems that Mike 
Mathieu and Andrew Connor are 
planning to simply string together 
absurd, frenetic scenes, playing 
with a particular conceit until it 
runs out of steam and then 
abruptly shifting to the next. Then 
themes and images and characters 
start to reappear, and the duo 
from Bellingham, Washington 
emerge as thoughtful and disci- 
plined physical comedians, capa- 
ble of wringing not only satire but 
also tenderness from the weird. 
These are talented guys with a 
show that’s tightly choreographed 
(in both the “mise-en-scéne” and 
“goofy dancing” senses of the 
word). The comedy doesn’t 
always hit, but the inventiveness 
invariably does, and it’s that latter 
quality that resonates after the 





laughing stops. It may not add up 
to a conceptual whole—discerning 
what that might be I leave as an 
exercise for my fellow Fringers— 
but it remains sketchy in 


a good way. 

KEVIN WILSON 
COPYRIGHT INFRINGEMENT 
(STAGE 1) 
katy 


Epiphany Symphony, a young 
comedy troupe from St. Albert, 
has a lot of spunky energy. On the 
night I saw them, the team was 
clearly having the time of their 
lives during the improv portion of 
the show, hamming it up despite 
some singularly unhelpful inter- 
ference from the audience that 
prevented them from feeding off 
each other's lines. (The actors 
can’t tell much of a story if you 
keep making them change the 
topic, people!) 

Their scripted comedy sketches, 
meanwhile took me back to pri- 
mary school—I can understand 
that when your six-member come- 
dy troupe has only one woman in 
it, your situations are going to be 
a little male-centric. But does 
everything have to be about 
fistfights and male bonding sort 
of thing? 

The cast needs to polish their 
delivery too—their timing tends 
to be uneven, and their line read- 
ings are often forced. I’d encour- 
age the Epiphany Symphony team 
to take a look at productions like 
Lobster Telephone or The Cody 
Rivers Show for tips on how to 
turn a series of sketches into a 
cohesive piece of theatre. 


JANET NGO 
THE COUNTESS MARGO 

(STAGE 1) 

b oo atard 


Think of Margo (Kayte Parnell) as 
the medieval European exemplar 
of girl power. As the elder of two 
recently orphaned sisters, Margo 
has mastered swordfighting and 
can whup some serious ass. In this 
timeless tale of love, family and 
deceit, we want the sullen and 
self-sacrificing Margo to come out 
ahead but her own strong will and 
the ghosts in her familial closet 
threaten her quest for happiness. 

The Countess Margo has an engag- 
ing story, but the actors’ delivery 
could have used a little more Margo- 
esque oomph. Maybe opening-night 
jitters are to blame, but the big 
swordfight between Margo and her 
lover Artemis (Darren Hopwood) 
feels more like an exhausted duel- 
by-numbers than bottled-up sexual 
tension working itself out as impas- 
sioned aggression. 

JANET NGO 


THE CREATION OF THE 
WORLD AND OTHER 
BUSINESS 

(STAGE 11) 

kkk Kt 

It seems that the power of God 
draws crowds: The Creation of the 
World and Other Business opened 
to a packed theatre. Or maybe 
that’s just evidence of the power 
of nudity—which at the Fringe is 
even bigger than God. 

In any case, this unique inter- 
pretation of the Genesis story—a 
little-known 1972 comedy by the 
late, great Arthur Miller—comes 
packed with sex, murder and rock 
‘n’ roll. Here, the God is a DJ, and 


the devil is a slick-talking, suit- 
wearing lord of debau who 
doesn’t necessarily seem all that 





extraordinarily evil. Then again, | 
God isn’t depicted as entirely 
good either. Ryland Alexander 
and Kristi Hansen are particularly 
gutsy as Adam and Eve, two naifs 
who lose their innocence and 
awaken to some cold hard truths 
We all know the story of Genesis 
but we've never seen it told with 
this kind of courage—the kind : 
that makes you turn to the person 
beside you and ask, “Did she actu 
ally say that?” She did. 

CORY RICHARD 


CROOKED 

(STAGE 10) 

Ke 

Crooked, by the young Georgia 
playwright Catherine Tri- 
eschmann, captures the highly 
emotional relationships teenage 
girls have with their mothers and 
friends. The heroine isahunch- | 
backed 14-year-old loner and bud 
ding writer named Laney who 
becomes even more of an outcast 
when she moves with her mother 
to a small Bible-belt town in Mis- 
sissippi. She strikes up a friend- 
ship with a fellow outcast, an 
overweight classmate named 
Maribel, but their friendship 
quickly gets out of hand. 

The play’s depiction of the 
intensity of adolescent female 
friendship is a little reminiscent oi 
Peter Jackson’s Heavenly Creatures 
but it stops short of saying any- 
thing profound about female rela- 
tionships and the painful coming 
of-age experience. The abrupt 
ending, which gives little indica- 
tion that the characters have 
changed or moved forward in any 
significant way, is especially frus- 
trating. 

There are definitely some 
insights and more than a few 
magical moments here, but for 
me, the day-to-day lives of these 
two giggling teenage girls, howev- 
er tormented they might be by 
free-floating pain, are just not that 
interesting. 

ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 





CUCKOOS 

(STAGE 1) 

KK 

Cuckoos is a suitable title for this 
demented, bawdy story from 
Italian playwright Giuseppe 
Manfridi. 

It opens with a provocative sce- 
nario that had mouths gaping— 
including my own. I'd happily go 
into more detail but I’m not about 
to ruin the surprise. Suffice it to 
say that it involves a couple that 
finds themselves stuck in an 
extremely embarrassing position. 

You couldn’t ask for a more 
outrageously Fringe-y hook, but 
just when you think you're going 
to get a reprieve so that the story 
can get underway, another tense 
situation arises and yet another, 
and for me, the ever-escalating 
shock value got to be a bit tire- 
some. 

Perhaps the actors needed a 
break, too; at times Nadien Chu 
(as Beatrice) and Scott Shpeley (as 
Tino) seemed to want to speak 
over each other, rendering both 
actors’ dialogue inaudible. 

Many international critics have 
hailed Cuckoos as a masterpiece, a 
profound, taboo-breaking farce. 
I’m not buying it, but if you’re 
curious about seeing it anyway, be 
warned: it’s definitely not some- 
thing to take grandma to. 

JANET NGO 
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CYRANOSE 
(STAGE 4) 
KHAKI 
Cyranose is playing to sold-out 
houses, and for good reason. 
Richard Maritzer, Shelby Bond 
and Jonathon Graff of the L.A. 
“nouveau-vaudeville” troupe 
Sound and Fury provide a rau- 
cous good time with their part- 
parody, part-improv take on 
Edmond Rostand’s classic tale of 
the lovestruck poet with an enor- 
mous, disfiguring nose. In this 
version, Cyranose (Maritzer) has a 
perfectly normal appearance, but 
delusionally believes himself to be 
hideous, while Graff plays a 
bearded, Miss Piggy-like Roxane. 
But this (somewhat) familiar plot 
is really just a backdrop for Sound 
of Music parodies, Dr.Seuss-like 
rhymes delivered at breakneck 
speed, and love letters composed 
with the audience's participation. 
Everything comes up for mockery: 
the French language, the entire 
country of Canada, and, yes, even 
theatre reviewers—I'd ta 
offence if their barbs weren't so 
consistently, wildly funny. The 
only problem with this show is 
that the curtain falls too soon. 
|AOMI LEWIS 


DECAMERON 

(STAGE 3) 

KAKI 

Having pro! d us our safety, 
Erik de Waal welcomes us to a 
pleasure-house. He assures us that 
for one night only, what we most 
desire can become real. He follows 
up that promise by recounting 
several stories of lust and love, sex 
and sin. He has a mellifluous, 
soothing voice and a c dent 
delivery that lends his perfor- 
mance a simultaneously posh and 
saucy quality. The stories them- 
selves deliver some naughty 
chuckles, but rather than a singu- 
lar piece that builds to a satisfying 
climax (what you'd expect in a 
show featuring so many bawdy 
exploits), they are more of a series 
of unconnected episodes. The 
house lights are brought up and 
down throughout the perfor- 
mance, making it hard to remain 
absorbed in the experience, and 
the show drags a little in the latter 
half. Still, de Waal is a talented 


Du-Rite Aces 
WN iicel ome alaerls 
Elvin Bishop 


The Lloyd Jones Struggle 
Fiona Boyes 


performer and storyteller, and 
Decameron is never less than inter 
esting—plus it’s all over in a frac 
tion of the time it would take to 
get to the end of Boccaccio’s 
source novel 


CASEY GAGNON 


THE DIARY PROJECT 
(STAGE 11) 
KKK 
The Diary Project is exactly what it 
sounds like—a project that tells 
you everything you need to know 
about writing diaries. A good 
chunk of the play examines diary 
writing and offers theories as to 
why so many people choose to 
document their lives in private 
journals, while the rest of the story 
presents fragments from actual 
diaries and allows us to peer into 
the private lives of strangers, 
without having to experience their 
joys or hardships ourselves 

Good thing, too, as most of us 
wouldn’t want to experience the 
hard life of a prostitute or the 
paranoia of a hypochondriac 
Lighter entries balance out the 
darker ones, giving a well-round- 
ed survey of common diary 
themes. Most of the journal entries 
are authentic and the acting is 
spontaneous enough to make you 
believe these characters are actual- 
ly writing on the spot. Actually, 
maybe they are—so as a precau- 
tion, don’t pick your nose in the 
back row, because they could be 
writing about you. 

CORY RICHARD 


DICKENS OF THE MOUNTED 
(STAGE 6) 

we 

The Canadian Encyclopedia has very 
little good to say about Charles 
Dickens’ son Frank, who came to 
Canada and spent 12 years as an 
officer with the Northwest Mount- 
ed Police—the Encyclopedia writes 
him off as a lazy drunk who 
antagonized not only the First 
Nations but his own officers as 
well. But you won't get any idea 
of what gave rise to Frank’s terri- 
ble reputation from Brad Lepp 
and Kristian Bruun’s adaptation 
of Eric Nicol’s novel. Here, Frank 
the notorious drunk becomes a 
hearty fellow who enjoys his bot- 
tle, and whose ruinous misadven- 
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DISHPIG 
Greg Landucci’s monologue has everything plus the kitchen sink 


tures among the Mounties are for- 
given as the actions of a decent 
bloke merely trying to “do his 
best.” 

Taken on its own terms, Dickens 
of the Mounted is a perfectly decent 
hour’s entertainment, whose droll 
tone and mild jokes about Canadi- 
an winters and the size of our 
mosquitoes recall Dan Needles’ 
popular Wingfield plays. But it 
also seems like a missed opportu- 
nity for satire—especially consid- 
ering all the Frank Dickenses in 
the modern-day ambassadorial 
class who are undoubtedly still 
“doing their best” in troubled 
regions all over the world. 

PAUL MATWYCHUK 


DIE-NASTY!: THE LEGENDARY 
LIVE IMPROVISED SOAP 
OPERA 

(STAGE 8) 

KKK 

Edmonton's ever-popular impro- 
vised soap returns with a Fringe 
special that’s just as goofy as ever. 
Set during the current festivities 
and taking place all over the 
Strathcona area, the performers 
know no boundaries when it 
comes to ridiculing scarf-selling 
hippies or bratty, rough-and-tum- 
ble punks. Pointing out the obvi- 
ous has never been more of a 
hoot. 

There’s no shortage of quick 
quips and comedic blunders 
here—even the pros were unable 
to keep a straight face the night I 
attended the show upon hearing 
the kooky and entirely meaning- 
less predictions of the musta- 
chioed fortune teller. It helps that 


all the players have the sugar-rush 
intensity of a five-year-old school- 
boy (the result, perhaps, of too 
many front-of-house Twizzlers). 

But the best part of Die-Nasty! 
isn’t the contagious energy: as an 
improvised production, each 
night opens up a whole new 
world of comic possibilities— 
which means that if there are any 
stereotypes or subject that some- 
how don’t get poked, prodded, or 
teased during one performance, 
they’re sure to be the focus of the 
next, 


AMANDA ASH 
DIE ROTEN PUNKTE 
(STAGE 9) 
5 oe oo ae 


All the way from Berlin, it’s Otto 
and Astrid, the “best band in the 
world,” whose music has the 
magical ability to cure diseases 
and bring houseplants back from 
the dead. Musically, imagine the 
White Stripes if they really were 
squabbling siblings rather than ex- 
lovers. But hang on here—maybe 
there’s something else going on as 
well. Otto certainly seems to get 
jealous when Astrid serenades a 
man in the audience with a solo 
glockenspiel ballad... 

Taking the form of a mock-con- 
cert, Die Roten Punkte not only 
pokes holes in the clichés of rock 
music (“This is our last number, 
before the encore”), but features 
an impressive amount of content 
tailored to our own town—men- 
tions of the Black Dog and Café 
Mosaics are this Australian duo’s 
sly nod to the slightly-pathetic 
validation audiences feel when 





international superstars notice 
something about their humble lit- 
tle burgs. 
And the minimalist New Wave 
punk tunes are pretty good too. 
MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


DISHPIG 

(STAGE 10) 

kkk Kt 

Dishpig is so funny you'll snort. 
Out loud. In public. Don’t feel 
self-conscious; everyone else will 
be laughing so hard no one will 
notice. As Matt, the lowly dish- 
washer in a busy kitchen, Greg 
Landucci vividly captures the 
speed and vulgarity of restaurant 
life, right down to the smell of the 
dumpster and the method for 
washing utensils. Fringe veteran 
TJ. Dawe is the director and co- 
author, and Dishpig is as smart, 
rambunctious, heartfelt, likable 
and relatable as anything he’s 
ever written. The play’s only flaw 
are the weak transitions between 
some of Landucci’s anecdotes; 

if you're not paying close atten- 
tion, you'll get lost and miss 
some delightful little restaurant 
mini-drama. 

But that’s a minor quibble, con- 
sidering how real this play feels. If 
you've ever worked at a slave- 
wage job, you'll love it even more. 

ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 


EAT MY BRAIN 

(STAGE 11) 

KaKKS 

So many zombie flicks, so little 
zombie theatre. Okay, there was 
Marty Chan’s “zombie musical” 
Dead Beat a couple of years ago, 


but really: how often does one get 
the chance to enjoy the true zom- 
bie experience while kickin’ it the- 
atre-style? Eat My Brain is a dark 
comedy—er, zomedy—that cap- 
tures the fun, gory essence of a 
zombie movie, without the luxury 
of a multi-million-dollar budget, 
multiple shooting locations, or 
even special effects. Though most 
of the zombie-bashing action takes 
place offstage, the true conflict 
actually lies within the cabin, 
where six friends—one a severed 
head—struggle to maintain con- 
trol in a world infested by the 
undead, The mere hint of impend- 
ing doom paired with the cast’s 
ability to portray extreme tension 
builds suspense, and the powerful 
conclusion imaginatively departs 
from the typical zombie-movie 
playbook. The result is a show to 
die (and then craw] out of your 
grave) for. 


CORY RICHARD 
EFFIE’S BURNING 
(STAGE 8) 
KKK KN 


Easily one of the most straight-up 
depressing plays I have ever seen, 
Effie’s Burning tells the tragic story 
of the mental downward spiral of 
two women: one whose life has 
been an endless succession of 
traumas, the other a desperate 
doctor who manages to find hope 
amidst the tremendous sadness 
that surrounds her. 

Effie's Burning is a tragedy in 
every sense of the word, and it 
deals with difficult subject matter 
that is usually hidden away ona 
high shelf. The acting by Lora Bro- 
vold and Maralyn Ryan is superb, 
the pace set by director Trevor 
Schmidt is perfect for the grim 
subject matter, and the overall 
experience is devastatingly emo- 
tional—but be seriously prepared 
to leave the theatre wondering 
if there’s any good in the world 
at all. 

Ina way, the quality of the play 
almost works against your ability 
to enjoy it: the themes aren’t some 
abstract theatrical notion, but 
often seem a little more real than 
you'd like them to, instilling a 
sadness that’s sometimes just too 
much to bear. 

EAMON MCGRATH 


EL MUCHACHO 

(STAGE 1) 

KKK 

Just about every year at the 
Fringe, Sherard Musical Theatre 
presents a cheerfully irreverent 
production of a different work 
from the Gilbert & Sullivan canon. 
They may not be the edgiest or the 
most polished productions at the 
festival, but they usually can be 
relied on for all-around, good- 
natured family fun. 

El Muchacho, a south-of-the-bor- 
der gloss on The Mikado, has nice 
guy Fabio Paco (John Tribiger) in 
love with mousy Dum Dum 
(Katherine Carleton), but alas, 
both are set to marry other part- 
ners, a romantic dilemma which 
leads to controversy and calamity 
in small-town Mexico. 

The production gets off to a 
slow start with a few inaudible or 
off-key solos. But thanks to the 
large 19-member cast, the group 
numbers shine. The cast members 
work well together, briskly mov- 
ing the plot along to its feel-good 
conclusion. The keyboard accom- 
paniment, cute costumes and 
well-designed set sweeten the 


experience. 

Trent Forsberg is a standout as 
the title character, delivering a 
consistently on-the-spot Mexican 
accent and hilarious John Wayne 
swagger. 


JANET NGO 
FEAR OF A BROWN PLANET 
(STAGE 2) 
wk KIS 


Nile Seguin is a hell of a funny 
guy. We're talking should-be- 
household-name-with-his-own- 
seven-figure contract funny here. 
(Not to sound unforgivably 
hyperbolic—I'm just suggesting a 
respectable entry-level position 
might be in order.) Of course, he’s 
not a household name—he’s 
doing the Canadian Fringe circuit 
after all. 

There’s probably many reasons 
why Seguin isn’t famous—and 
hey, he’s young, so he still has lots 
of time to break on through to the 
other side. But to hear his side of 
the story, the main reason is that 
as black man—and not just a black 
man but, as he puts it, a “Tiger 
Woods” black man—he’s faced, 
and will continue to face, a pretty 
frustrating uphill battle in an 
entertainment industry that 
prefers to hire performers with 
easy-to-market stereotypical fea- 
tures. (Of his future in sitcoms, 
Seguin quips, “I don’t know how 
many people will identify with 
Rwandese-French-Canadian.”) 

Good thing he has a sense of 
humour about his plight. With his 
fierce intelligence and biting wit, 
Sequin will have you laughing 
your guts out while shaking your 
head at humanity’s absurd and 
utterly illogical views on matters 
of race. 

ZOLTAN VARAD! 


FISH CAT BIRD 

(STAGE 4) 

KKK 

FCB’s employees work happily, 
joyfully and rhythmically, stamp- 
ing pages, mumbling into phones 
and even dancing. Occasional 
calls from the elusive big boss 
drive the three colleagues into a 
frenzied yet meticulously choreo- 
graphed ecstasy of work-satisfac- 
tion one moment, and dangerous 
depths of envy, fear and rage the 
next, while the gruesome 
demands of company procedure 
slowly, inexorably drive the 
humanity from even the sweetest 
hearted of bureaucrats. 

With one simple set and three 
actors, Fish Cat Bird is hilarious 
and riveting, each moment per- 
fectly constructed and brilliantly 
executed. Drawn with broad, car- 
toonish strokes, the show is a 
sharply acted absuydist take on 
the everything-eat-everything cor- 
porate world. ‘ 

Stuart Hoye, William Mitchell 
and Nikolai Mitschl bring an 
inventive physical energy to Jason 
Magee’s smart, relentlessly paced 
script. Cynical without being 
mean, this is satire at its bizarre 
best. 

NAOMI LEWIS 


5 OF AKIND 
(STAGE 9) 
KKH 
Nudity is a lot to ask of any per- 
former. A script has to work hard 
to merit that kind of exposure (no 
pun intended) from an actor. 

The nudity in 5 of a Kind occurs 
at a gay bathhouse in which at 
least one of the principal charac- 
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ters, a young man struggling to 
come to grips with being bisexual, 
is feeling more than a wee bit 
uncomfortable, so the discomfit- 
ing effect the choice makes on the 
audience might seem appropri- 
ate—but it wouldn't be necessary 
if the performances were a little 
less amateurish, or of the script 
were a little better crafted. 
(Besides offering little in the way 
of dramatic tension, it’s littered 
with expository dialogue, and the 
scenes are all very short with far 
too many transitions for such a 
short play, a telltale sign of an 
immature script.) 

However, the characters are dis- 
tinctive and convincingly drawn, 
the themes are engaging, if a little 
over-earnest. A pretty typical first 
play, gimmicky nudity notwith- 
standing. 

MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


FRAPPE 

(STAGE 4) 

KK 

Zoe's boyfriend doesn’t under- 
stand her; he even berates her in 
front of their guest, an artist who 
works at the coffee shop down the 
street. Zoe is really an artist too, 
her creativity impeded only by 
Tom’s tyranny. She once made a 
sculpture, which she now gazes at 
longingly while watching TV all 
day—that is, until Daniel comes 


GOD’S EYE 
Did you ever get the feeling you were being watched? 








over. Hence, a love triangle 

The key scenes in ; 
actor/ writer/director Cody 
Porter's comedy /drama depend 
entirely on dialogue, as Zoe 
reveals her stifled inner life to the 
smitten Daniel. But the stilted act 
ing smothers the emotion of these 
tender moments as effectively as 
Tom stifles Zoe’s artistic impulses 
The play could also benefit if 
Porter the playwright cut back on 
his exposition-laden dialogue and 
Porter the director found more 
interesting staging 

But Porter the actor is convince 
ing as the thuggish Tom— 
although the fact that Zoe hasn’t 
broken up with him makes her a 
little detestable too. There’s little 
to redeem her as the plot slowly 
unfolds, and then abruptly twists 
into a jarringly out-of-place final 
scene. 

NAOMI LEWIS 


THE FUGUE CODE 

(STAGE 9) 

kkk 

I think I missed a lot in The Fugue 
Code, but when you're dealing 
with a 60-minute one-man show 
that veers with breakneck speed 
between nine characters as they 
try to break a centuries-old code 
embedded in the baroque master- 
works of Johann Sebastian Bach, a 
little confusion is to be expected. 





(No musicologist myself, I’m just 
glad the y rogram € xplained what 
a fugue is.) 

Alex Eddington’s manic perfor 
mance, embodying each character 
with a different bit of characteris 


tic body langu or f 





awless 





accent, almost makes the plot 


irrelevant 








Me's just so n h fun 
to watch. But if you ir Nn pay 
ing attention to the story C 





cerns a shadowy cabal of n 


ogists who have spe 





the la 
years keeping secret the mathe 





matical perfection in Bach’s work 


which when reveal 





Ul all 
e of ¢ 
or resurrect Bach, or something 
like that. If you detect similarities 
to a certain best-selling piece of 
airport-lit, good on you. 

Onion-like plot aside, Edding 
ton certainly gives one of the best 
performances the Fringe will see 
this year 





listeners to know the fa 


MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


FUTURES 
(STAGE 8) 
wt 
For all its justified concern over 
global warming and the war on 
terror, Futures is one of those pro- 
ductions that could’ve benefited 
from shedding a little of its politi 
cal baggage 

A new type of online gambling 
system has been created, one that 





involves placing bets on potential 
future catastrophes. However, the 
people reaping monetary benefits 
from international calamities soon 
find thernsels 
deadly pl 
climatologists end up a 





s embroiled in a 
ot, a handful of renown 
terrorist 
targets, and the debate betweer 


personal gair and enviror 





concern becomes eve 





intense than if is aire 





The play, by regular Fringe 
ticipant Len Falkenstein (who spe 
cializes in apocalyptic politica 


an interesting 
redible acting 


o long that any 


potboilers) hz 





premise and « 
in the end, it’s 


revolutionary impulses I mi 





have come into the theatre with 


had disappeared by the time it 
was over. (You can only put uy 
with so many in-your-face P rliti 

ites.) But if 


you can get past the preachiness 


cal messages in 75 mir 


you'll be parking your car and 
whipping out your bicycle in no 
time 


AMANDA ASH 


THE GHOST RIGHTER’S 
(STAGE 3) 

xk 

How far can you manipulate reali 
ty before it becomes something 
else? When is a ghost not a ghost? 
Matt Alden’s fast-paced and 
funny script gives a behind-the 
scenes look at a seemingly 
doomed ghost-hunting reality 
show. All the stock characters of 
the genre are represnted here with 





razor-sharp accuracy: the but 


toned-down scientist, the sensitive 


medium, the over-the-top host 

and the cutthroat producer. Mur 
ray Utas’ inventive staging ean 
while, allows the strong ensemble 


cast to move effortlessly through 
the ever-changing locations and 
the many characters they play 


The script is jam-packed wit! 
jokes—perhaps a few more jokes 
than are necessary to the story 
and there’s more than a hint of 
Scooby-Doo to the plot it sis 
still an entertaining, or ike 


on a genre that’s the guilty plea- 
sure of many 
nervously.) 


(Cough, Shifts eyes 
CASEY GAGNON 


GOD’S EYE 

(STAGE 9) 

kek 

Anne-Marie Felicitas plays 

Never/ Nearly Normal Norman 
O'Brien, an Lrish-Chinese kid try- 
ing to keep it together on the play- 
ground and at home, which he 
shares with his stroke-victim 
father. Although Marty Chan‘s 
script is pretty heavy—the themes 
range from complicated father-son 
issues to the existence of God— 
Felicitas’ boundless energy and 
fleetness of foot keep the story 
from bogging down. Her impres- 
sions of schoolteachers, fellow stu- 
dents, and her grandmother are 
fun and convincing and she flits 
between them with ease. 

Wayne Paquette, who has 
become one of the festivals most 
sought-after directors after just 
two Fringes, makes smart use of 
his multi-leveled set to further 
give Chan’s script a sense of 
action and visual interest. But it’s 
not enough to keep God's Eye from 
dragging around the middle, and 
at the performance I attended, the 
audience began to fidget as the 
long-winded retelling of chil- 
dren’s stories wore thin. 

ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 


HAMLET 
(STAGE 1) 
xy 


his Shakespearean heavy weight 





nge entry for Zocalo 














heatre Arts School, The 14-mem 
ber cast are n tly children, rang 
abc ne to 1 
t per 
rt ‘ put its, ar 
nbitic jea for e show 
but one ever 
ractical ues that turn out t % 
1 iwuntabie it 
iffi he audi mply 
to see the tor r hear the 
speak their lines At times the 
ace plodd least one line 
iverec wrong time 
nd son f the special effects 
require a lot of suspension of 
belief, to put it mildly 
But within these severe limita 
tions, the production team has fun 
with the play anyway: their zany 
nodernist take on Shakespeare's 
Danish tragedy inv s techn 


music, robots, a Hamlet wh 


wears a back-turned ballcar 
Truthfully, this play isn’t 


designed be reviewed or rated 


So see it if you'd like to support 


the school; otherwise, wait for 
these avid students to choose a 
play better suited to their age and 


skill level 





JANET NGO 
THE HEADSHOT OF DORIAN 
GREY 
(BYOV D) 
xk 
What's that smell? ild it be 
ematr ig from tl wuldering 
ears of Ic rtist lirectors? Oh 
but : n un 
offering by | ge favourite Vavid 


Belke don’t refer to a 





uals but are rather cc 

traits of the short 

infrequi 

who won't give wuditioni: 


actor an honest break 

Belke enumerates th lig 
ties faced by actors with broad 
strokes and a str cast. Kathe 
ine Fadum, fresh 
plays the newcomer 
herself!) saddled with a box of 





years-old headshots; the invari- 
ably watchat 
her comedy-bound ¢ 
and the adaptable Glenr 


le Jesse Gervais is 





ounterpart 
Nelson 
and Linda Gra s conjure up 

everyone else. The tie-up feels 
offhanded (go 


tions is an expression of hope? So 


through aud 





is getting up in the morning 
but it’s the fireworks, and the 
knowing wink, that make this 
another Belke crowd-pleaser. It's 
bound to have the plagiarists rub- 
bing their hands with glee 

KEVIN WILSON 


HERE AFTER 
(STAGE 1) 
x* 
From the U.K. comes this play 
about a nameless, traumatized 
woman trying to put her life back 
together after losing her son 
Count on Elinor d’Angelis, the 
sole actor (as well as the co-writer 
and co-director), to convincingly 
portray a woman on the cusp of a 
nervous breakdown. You'll feel 
anxious yourself as she paces the 
stage, wringing her hands, her fre- 
netic thoughts tumbling from her 
tongue. 

e play started to lose me, 
however, around the halfway 
mark when d’Angelis began to re- 
enact both sides of conversations 
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she’s had with people she’s 
encountered during her sleepless 
nights. (And I only figured out 
that was what she was doing from 
the film that projected a series of 
faces as she spoke.). I assume all 
these disjointed pieces—her own 
story, the stories of other people, 
the film—are meant to add up to 
one big statement about d’Ange- 
lis’ journey to come to terms with 
her loss, but by play’s end, I was 
still not entirely sure what had 
transpired. I hope d’Angelis com- 
pleted her journey safely; I was 
miles behind her. 

JANET NGO 


HOMELESS 
(STAGE 2) 
KKK 
If you've ever had to deal with the 
sad, crippling reality of someone 
who's fallen prey to the deadly 
grip of alcoholism and other 
addictions, Jeremy Baumung’s 
Homeless will undoubtedly stir up 
a lot of upsetting memories. 
(Those fortunate enough to have 
avoided such situations should 
relish the opportunity to witness, 
through the safe distance of the 
stage, a side of everyday life most 
prefer to turn their eyes from.) 
This one-man play details Bau- 
mung’s experiences working in a 
Edmonton detox shelter, and it 
brings a human, humane insight 
into the lives of the souls whose 


demons have carried them to the 
very end of the line. Baumung 
inhabits the skin of various shelter 
regulars, and through contact 
with them comes to a new under- 
standing of his own definition of 
faith. Powerful stuff, executed 
with passion, intensity and 
humour, and without ever suc- 
cumbing to peachiness. Standing 
ovation material. 

ZOLTAN VARADI 


HOOKED 

(STAGE 7) 

Key 

Hooked has a brilliant concept 
going for it: inspired perhaps by 
Gregory Maguire's novel Wicked 
(about the early life of the Wicked 
Witch of the West), playwright 
Gregory Caswell imagines the 
events which twisted Captain 
Hook into the horrific, handless 
character who caused such misery 
for Peter Pan. And in a broader 
sense, Caswell wants to question 
the classic concepts of good and 
evil and right and wrong. 

Raw Meet Productions is a 
young, ambitious cast staging a 
play that may be beyond their 
resources. The effects used to 
depict the faeries and Peter Pan’s 
flying, for instance, are original 
but require more sophisticated 
stage lighting than is possible at 
the Fringe. And the actors are too 
stiff and inexperienced at physical 


HOMELESS 
Jeremy Baumung has led a sheltered existence 





theatre to conjure up the play’s 
various settings on the 
minimalist set. 

They deserve high marks for 
the attempt, but I’m afraid that in 
the end, Neverland remains out of 
this show’s reach. 


JEREMY SCHIFF 
HOORAY FOR 
SPEECH THERAPY 
(STAGE 2) 
KKK 


Though born with a speech 
impediment, Kurt Fitzpatrick 
learned in high school drama class 
that when he was performing 
onstage, his stutter disappeared. 
Unfortunately, all the world is 
most definitely not a stage— 
which meant a lifetime of learning 
to cope. And the story of those tri- 
als and triumphs constitutes this 
one-man show—and it’s a good 
story. The problem is that a lot of 
Fitzpatrick’s comedic material 
falls flat—it’s the kind of stuff that 
makes for a not-very-good 
Evening at the Improv. You root for 
the guy, though, as he’s a likable 
sort with an easygoing presence. 
He'd just fare a lot better if he 
eased up on the stale gags—espe- 
cially the impressions and not-so- 
topical humour. Speech therapy 
obviously paid dividends for Fitz- 
patrick; perhaps now it’s time for 
a few sessions at comedy camp. 
ZOLTAN VARAD! 
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HOT PINK BITS 

(STAGE 2) 

KKK 

Want to know what a Roman 
shower is (provided you don’t 
already)? Well, you could enter 
the phrase into a search engine— 
after all, that’s what Penny Ash- 
ton, aka Hot Pink, did. 

“All facts were verified by 
Google and Wikipedia,” she quips 
at the start of this uproarious vari- 
ety-show romp through all facets 
of human sexuality (with particu- 
lar attention paid to its more 
absurd manifestations) from the 
dawn of civilization to the pre- 
sent. There are songs (an ode to 
fetishes such to the tune of “My 
Favorite Things” includes the 
memorable lyric “midgets in dia- 
pers who like to canoodle”), audi- 
ence games, and even a kiddie- 
TV-style character named Richard 
the Cock Puppet. 

None of this, I realize, sounds 
particularly side-splitting on 
paper, but I’m not an extremely 
talented and hilarious New 
Zealand comedienne with a tight 
show (no pun intended—that’s 
her department) that left the audi- 
ence in tears. Just go see it and get 
and a quick education on the ven- 
eration of Mesopotamian hookers, 
bestiality in ancient Egypt, and 
the concubine empress of China, 
just to cite a wee, wee (again, no 
pun intended) fraction of the 
material on Ashton’s syllabus. 

ZOLTAN VARADI 


HOUSE OF SOD 

(STAGE 4) 

Ka K 

The night I saw House of Sod, the 
two women sitting beside me 
laughed hysterically throughout 
the entire show, repeating to each 
other, “It’s so true, it’s so true.” I 
can only hope their Ukrainian 
grandmother was nowhere near 
as vindictive as the sinister Baba 
in Bohdan Tarasenko’s ethnic 
comedy /drama, who uses folk- 
loric charms and spells to break 
metal, inflict disease and seduce 
the gods—all in hopes of thwart- 
ing her grandson’s Olek’s success. 

Tarasenko’s play is a postmod- 
ern twist on the traditional, bleak 
settler story and the stereotype of 
the long-suffering Ukrainian Baba; 
it’s an ultimately hopeful slice of 
prairie magic realism that's at 
once far-fetched and yet familiar 
in its depiction of Old World tra- 
ditions undergoing inevitable 
New World change. 

Much of the humour draws on 
Ukrainian culture and traditions, 
but the trope of the old, manipula- 
tive woman who revels in her suf- 
fering, subtly controlling her chil- 
dren and balking at marriage out- 
side the tribe is familiar from 
many cultures. With visits from 
ghosts, spirits, and enormous ani- 
mals, Olek’s struggle against his 
demonic yet somehow sympathet- 
ic Baba is clever and compelling. 

NAOMI LEWIS 


HOW TO FAKE CLINICAL 
DEPRESSION 

(STAGE 5) 

wk Ke. 

Balls: they’re an absolute require- 
ment if you're going to pretend to 
be clinically depressed so you can 
(a) get into a pharmaceutical drug 
study so that you can (b) earn 
$1,500 so that you can (c) buy a 
bass guitar. You'll also need balls 
of a certain caliber if you subse- 
quently complain that the drugs 


mr 





you're now taking mess you up 
Los Angeles resident Steven 
Morocco (or his character) insists 
that his deception (which he 
likens to an acting gig) was justi 
fied because the screening proce 
dures “were crap,” then explains 
the lengths to which he went in 
order to circumvent the screening 
procedures. I’m no fan of Big 
Pharma or its questionable ethics 
but you can see how the note of 
outrage is undermined somewhat 
On the other hand, as antiheroes 
g0, Morocco knows how to gener 
ate a laugh and puts his skills at 
characterization to good use 
KEVIN WILSON 


IF TAP SHOES COULD TALK 
(STAGE 7) 

kw tyr (adults) 

kk ky (children) 

Tap dancing takes centre stage in 
the campy romp If Tap Shoes Could 
Talk. Blending the familiar 
“thythm tap” style with elements 
of flamenco, swing, interpretive 
dance and more commonplace 
activities like yoga, characters tap 
off several loosely structured but 
well-executed vignettes that paint 
a picture of daily life in modern 
New York. 

The breezy plot is an agreeable 
bit of mental floss: Richard, who 
curates a culture and events web- 
site, grapples with agoraphobia 
while his assistant negotiates a 
blossoming romance with a guy 
much geekier than she is. Read- 
ings from E.B. White's famous 
essay “Here Is New York” punc- 
tuate the storyline and comment 
upon the characters. Snappy 
dance routines, a simple plot, and 
kitschy, kid-friendly humour 
make this thekind of play that 
seems better if you have the whole 
family in tow—young children 
and early teens in particular will 
enjoy this one. 

JEREMY SCHIFF 


IN THE BAG 

(STAGE 6) 

eer 

There’s no doubting the sincerity 
of Sheila Forsyth’s one-woman 
show about infertility, which 
draws upon her own painful per- 
sonal experiences with miscar- 
riages, spontaneous abortions and 
ill-fated ectopic pregnancies. But 
it’s puzzling and frustrating to see 
her devote so little time to her 
own emotional journey and so 
much time to awkward comedy 
skits.and rambling retellings of 
Bible stories and folktales about 
childless women. 

The nonstop pop-culture refer- 
ences (to Harry Potter, to Bridget 
Jones’ Diary) and the crushingly 
obvious metaphors (a ticking 
metronome to symbolize her bio- 
logical clock, a giant bag labelled 
GRIEF) seem like the product of a 
neophyte playwright who 
believes—erroneously—that sim- 
ply telling her own story won't be 
enough to hold an audience's 
attention. Meanwhile, Forsyth’s 
stage presence—stumbling over 
her words as she paces nervously 
back and forth across the stage— 
also suggests an inexperienced, 
undirected performer. I hope 
Forsyth acquires some more confi- 
dence in her future shows; right 
now, though, I’m afraid In the Bag, 
however well-meaning, makes for 
a very uncomfortable hour of the- 
atre. 

PAUL MATWYCHUK 





INDULGENCES 
(STAGE 3) 
nh 
Conversations with God, multiple 
regicide plots, quarreling lovers 
and discoveries on the nature of 
the human soul. What more could 
you ask for in a Fringe show? 
Quite a bit more, actually 

While this early comic effort by 
Chris Craddock (currently making 
a name for himself at the New 
York Fringe with Basit‘d) still 
shines, the young company of 
Norse Force Five are not quite up 
to the challenge of performing it 
Clearly these kids have passion, 
but perhaps not the experience to 
handle the heightened language 
and the stylized performance the 
script requires. Their energy 
almost triumphs over uneven pac- 
ing and occasionally inaudible 
performances, but in the end 
they're unable to keep up with 
Craddock’s savvy script 

CASEY GAGNON 


THE IRISH GHOST OF 
GRANDIN SCHOOL 

(BYOV C) 

KK 

Author and playwright Tony 
Cashman went to Grandin School 
in the ‘30s, so the veteran chroni- 
cler of Edmonton’s past can cer- 
tainly address the 119-year history 
of the city’s Catholic school sys- 
tem. Cashman’s Irish ghost, who 
has watched it all unfold, 
unspools illuminating and some- 
times amusing historical 
vignettes, describing battles 
between Irish and French board 
members, the decades-long effort 
to put a top on St. Joseph’s Basili- 
ca, and a pair of Irishmen who 
lived in a crate behind Alberta 
College. 

You certainly don’t have to be 
Catholic or elderly to find these 
stories interesting—but either 
attribute might help to make the 
narrative more comprehensible. 
Sometimes the stories emerge 
from the mists of time disconnect- 
ed from their historical context, 
not so much brought to life as 
hastily exhumed, their true stories 
told rather than embodied. Tim 
Marriott is genial, though slightly 
shaky, as the prototypical twinkle- 
in-the-eye Irishman. 

KEVIN WILSON 


JEM ROLLS UP 

(BYOV A) 

Kak KY 

Who is this Jem Rolls? I know he’s 
been aggressively wandering the 
Fringe grounds day and night, 
handing out flyers to his show. 
(I've received three in two days.) 
Some people told me he’s a 
nomadic performer, homeless, 
traveling the globe while honing 
his craft. 

I don’t know if that’s true, but 
he does come off like an unusual- 
ly coherent schizophrenic street 
preacher (and that’s a compli- 
ment). His insights are disjointed 
and seemingly random—he 
describes one of his poems as 
being “like a bunch of lines that 
moved into a flat together and 
refused to move out,” and that’s 
true of his whole performance— 
but somehow it all makes perfect, 
beautiful, hilarious sense. 

He's also a keen neologist, coin- 
ing terms like “Rantra” and 
“andolescangst.” He creepily 
describes the human head as a 
“perforated box of bone and 
flesh” and expresses amazement 
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Fiely A. Matias has a monster hit on his hands 


are more than six billion 
Isn’t one 


that there 
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gs out there 
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MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


JESUS IN MONTANA: 
ADVENTURES IN 


A DOOMSDAY CULT 

(STAGE 3) 

oe oa! 

You know all this talk you hear 


about finding Jesus? Well, here’s 
the astounding true story of a man 
who actually found Him. Using 
the kind of hilarious PowerPoint 
presentation I wish they had in 
my office meetings, Barry Smith 
tells the story of how he went 
from being a good little Southern 
Baptist boy in Mississippi to 
accepting a chiropractor in 
Montana as his personal saviour 

Funny, fascinating, and intense- 
ly personal, his story is filled with 
strange synchronicities and weird 
coincidences. As a bonus, there’s 
also thought-provoking proof that 
the conspiracy theorists who 
insisted Paul McCartney is actual- 
ly dead might actually have been 
right. Smith is a charismatic per- 
former, and not afraid to poke fun 
at himself. This is a great story, 
told by a great storyteller. 

CASEY GAGNON 


KAFKA AND SON 

(STAGE 6) 

KAKI 

In November 1919, Franz Kafka 
created what might very well be 
the most literate slam book in 
human history: a 45-page diatribe 


addressed to his father, painstak- 
ingly enumerating the faults and 
shortcomings in his character and 
the many ways his verbal and 
psychological abuse had stunted 
Kafka’s character and deprived 
him of happiness. In this hour- 
long stage adaptation, Alon Nash- 
man recites the highlights of the 
letter (which Kafka’s father never 
saw) while crawling into cages 
and scattering black feathers 


about the st 
Kafka and 





Son arrives at the 
Edmonton Fringe on a wave of 
critical acclaim from Toronto, 
Ottawa, Winnipeg, and Saska- 
toon, and it’s easy to see what 
impressed critics in those cities: 
Nashman’s performance captures 
Kafka’s disgust not just at his 
father but at himself for falling 
into this ogre’s spell, and the 
sparse set—all rusty bedframes 
and creaky fences—creates some 
appropriately grim tableaux. But, 
even handled as imaginatively as 
it is here, the material (basically a 
long succession of gripes) just 
doesn’t strike me as inherently 
dramatic. This is an easy show to 
admire, but a hard one to be 
moved by. 

PAUL MATWYCHUK 


KIWI JOKER 

(STAGE 2) 

KKK 

The best part of the Fringe is being 
able to watch any kind of play 
you wish, in any genre; the sec- 
ond-best part is getting to see 
what kind of theatre the rest of the 
world is up to. 

Not many productions can pro- 
vide you with the two best parts 
of the Fringe, but if you're looking 
to have your mini donuts and eat 


them too, Kizwi Joker is easily one 
of the most exotic, laugh-filled 
productions in the program. 
It’s a stand-up comedy routine 
performed by New Zealand 
native Mark Scott, whose 
charming accent acts like a sugar 
coating for his often politically 
incorrect jokes. 

Whether he’s bashing Air Cana- 
da or poking fun at tourists’ 
behaviour back home, the Kiwi 
Joker can turn anything into a gut- 
splitting wisecrack. He can even 
pick up his handy guitar and con- 
jure up a song about Rex Murphy 
and Peter Jackson. Talented, witty 
and freaking hilarious, Kiwi Joker 
is Fringe stand-up at its best. 


AMANDA ASH 
LAY DOWN AND LOVE ME 
AGAIN 
(STAGE *) 





James How ell spends his entire 
one-man show Lay Down and Love 
Me Again being absurd and inco- 
herent. I’m not exaggerating: from 
the opening rant to the abrupt 
ending where he throws chicken 
into the audience, this play makes 
no sense. (Well, all right, there are 
moments of inspiration amid the 
chaos, such as when Howell’s 
mother declares she will have a 
suction abortion; the best money 
can buy, “like a Massachusetts 
heiress.”) 

Howell is energetic and his 
facial expressions hilariously rub- 
bery, but his accents are w obbly 
and no matter what prop he 
employs, he never really trans- 
forms himself into someone else— 
he’s always some crazy guy 
in his pyjamas having a mental 
meltdown. 

But maybe that’s the point 
After all, crazy people don’t need 
a reason for throwing chicken at 
you. 


ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 
THE LEMONADE MAKER 
(STAGE 3) 

> ee as 


They say that necessity is the 
mother of invention, and never 
has that held more true than in the 
case of Darryl Pring. Upon receiv- 
ing a cease-and-desist order mere 
days before he began his planned 
Fringe tour of his show about 
silent-screen comedian Roscoe 
“Fatty” Arbuckle, Pring decided 
to make the best of things and 
tour anyway, creating a new show 
along the way. 

Pring is an engaging and 
charming performer with a lot of 
rambunctious energy. He treats us 
to some songs and plenty of self- 
effacing humour, poking fun at 
himself as a lifelong victim of his 
own machinations. The script 
does tend to wander, and the con- 
nections between the events he 
shares are not always immediately 
clear. It’s an interesting story, but 
the longer I watched, the more I 
wished I'd had a chance to see 
Pring as Arbuckle. 


CASEY GAGNON 
LETTERS FROM BATTLE RIVER 
(BYOV H) 
wk kKt 


Letters From Battle River is a histor- 
ical journey through Western 
Canada told through the eyes and 
voice of Mary Percy Jackson, a 
doctor who fled England in the 
early 1900s to live in the wild, 
rugged world of homestead-era 
Alberta. This is the Fringe equiva- 


lent of documentary filmmaking, 
and the result is a play that is 
engaging and enthralling despite 
its low-key tone and relaxed pace. 

Heather D. Swain plays Dr. 
Jackson, and she takes you by the 
hand and escorts you through 
turn-of-the-century Alberta with 
minimal stage imagery or sound 
effects, yet she does more with her 
gestures and voice than most 
shows accomplish with an ensem- 
ble cast and a pit orchestra. Letters 
is a love letter to this part of the 
world, and it connects you to the 
cultural and geographic unique- 
ness of Alberta that those of us 
who live here can easily take for 
granted. 

EAMON MCGRATH 


LINEAGE 
(STAGE 4) 
bo Ota" a*4 
Michelle (Natalie Cabral Glaser) 
hates and reveres her academic 
mother Lucasta (Deborah Morse), 
competing with her in every con- 
ceivable way. Their years of dys- 
function come to a head during an 
anthropology conference in Paris, 
where the two professors discover 
they have the same taste in men. 
Their caustic rivalry is offset by a 
couple of goofy sidekicks—name- 
ly a flamboyant Ph.D. student 
(jonathan Sacramone) and a way- 
ward brother (Jonathan Ov erby). 
Playwright/ director Elizabeth 





MAD. 


DuPré sets up a situation with 
plenty of potent dramatic poten- 
tial, but she executes it awkward- 
ly, alternating compelling scenes 
with wearisome expository inter- 
actions between Michelle and 
Lucasta, scenes so unnecessarily 
long that the actors struggle to 
recall their lines. Michelle’s 
anguish should be touching but it 
comes across as slapstick hysteria, 
and the play’s resolution is simul- 
taneously too tidy and disturbing. 

But the main problem here is 
pacing—Lineage would be twice as 
good if it were half as long. Any 
Fringe play with an intermission 
and multiple set changes that 
require the actors to maneuver a 
large bed on and off the stage had 
better be worth the wait(s)—and 
this one drags. 





NAOMI LEWIS 


LOBSTER TELEPHONE 
(BYOV C) 
KKK 
Here's what I think: I think any 
play that opens with Salvador 
Dali and two girls in go-go boots 
dancing to “Rich Man’s Frug” 
from Sweet Charity and ends with 
Death dancing with an ape while 
Dali eats slices of ham from a 
woman's hat is doing something 
right. 

I saw the original version of this 
show more than two years ago 
during its original run at Azimuth 


AAGASCAR 
Vanessa Sabourin asks, “O brother, where art thou?” 
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Theatre, and its brand of zany non 
sequitur sketch comedy holds up 
surprisingly well. Mark Meer, as 
always, is a joy to watch, his tim- 
ing precise right down to the 
nanosecond even when he’s the 
straight man. But it’s the two 
female cast members, Matt and 
Ben stars Belinda Cornish and 
Jocelyn Ahlf, who provide the 
show with its most memorable 
bits, such as a bit in which two 
brain-damaged friends team up to 
bake a cake, or an “authentic” per- 
formance of a 17th Century manu- 
script that replaces every “s” and 
“yin the dialogue with “f” and 
“u"—it's a skit Eric Idle would 
have given his right arm to have 
written. 

I give the whole thing four 
stars—or is it Dali who has given 
me four stars? 

PAUL MATWYCHUK 


LOUNGE-ZILLA! 

(STAGE 9) 

kkk 

I can’t really dislike a show that 
likens Céline Dion to a caged ger- 
bil, but I can wish it was better. 
From New York, Dennis Giacino 
(Scary Manilow) and Fiely A. 
Matias (Lounge-Zilla) send up the 
nearly extinct art form of the 
cabaret revue—extinct every- 
where else but the Fringe, any- 
way. The flamingly gay Matias 
pokes fun at gay people, straight 
people, men, women, his Asian 
heritage, and of course, the divine 
Ms. Dion. You will be offended, 
amused, and if you're in the front 
row, possibly groped. 

It’s juvenile and ridiculous, but 
Matias’ brazen overconfidence 
sells it pretty far. This is a mid- 
night show in every way—even if 
only one of the seven perfor- 
mances actually happens at mid- 
night. A self-consciously “outra- 
geous” finale mars things a bit, 
but for a ridiculous good time, 
Lounge-Zilla! is a good, quick tick- 
et. 

MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


LOVE & DROLLERY 

(STAGE 4) 

KK 

Four young lovers (Leah Doz, 
Evan Terlesky, Jordan Dowler- 
Dolman and Sarah Lemmon) drift 
through a bar, musing about, 
debating and celebrating love 
through the words of Elizabethan 
writers. 

Love & Drollery was first con- 
ceived in the ‘70s, and has been 
reconstructed, according to the 
program, with a new selection of 
poems and scenes. What would I 
do without that program? It also 
includes a helpful guide to the 19 
verses, some of which flow seam- 
lessly into each other, and some of 
which take off in more tangential 
directions. Not surprisingly, 
Shakespeare makes a number of 
appearances, interspersed with 
monologues by Sir Walter 
Raleigh, e.e. cummings, and even 
Queen Elizabeth I. 

Director Sarah Lemmon suc- 
cessfully energizes these classics, 
many of them so familiar they 
could easily feel like sentimental 
clichés. Of all the commendable 
performances, Leah Doz’s stands 
out; her cynical scenes are the fun- 
niest and least sentimental, and 
it’s a delight to watch her use 
Shakespearean English to make 
sense of modern-day romance. 

NAOMI LEWIS 


MADAGASCAR 

(STAGE 6) 

KKK 

J.T. Rogers’ Madagascar has a hol 
at the centre of it: a missing young 
man named Gideon—or at least — 
that’s the name his doting mother 
Lily (Coralie Cairns) gave him 
His twin sister June (Vanessa 
Sabourin) calls him Paul, while 
Nathan (David Ley), his mother 
longtime lover, isn’t sure just how 
to refer to him. (That's one of the 
play’s small, gentle ironies 
Nathan is a microeconomist, a 
specialist in the reasons why peo 
ple behave the way they do, and 
yet it seems as though flesh-and 
blood human beings leave him 
absolutely perplexed.) 

The play consists of interlocking 
monologues from all three charac 
ters, and there’s so little onstage 
action that I half wonder if this 
script was originally written for 
radio. It also feels long by about 
20 minutes, but the acting is 
exquisite—especially by Cairns, 
whose Lily is a loving mother, but 
also a monster—and that’s 
enough to make this elusive play 
worth seeing. But you'd better be 
prepared to concentrate 

PAUL MATWYCHUK 





MAGGIE NOW! (PARTS ONE 
AND TWO) 

(BYOV F) 

kkk 

With more moving parts than a 
Rube Goldberg device, Maggie 
Now! will have you thinking 
you're in a historical theme park 
gone ape. But once you get set- 
tled, this cross-generational tale 
(spanning late 1800s Ireland to 
WWI-era New York) of love(s) 
lost, found, and lost again within 
an immigrant Irish family will 
really start to grow on you. 

But goddamn, it’s long—and 
although it’s being sold as two 
separate plays, you need to see 
Part One to really get to know 
who’s who in Part Two. (The 
small cast takes on so many differ- 
ent roles as to make this an epic 
by Fringe standards.) 

Given the play’s more than 
capable performances and inde- 
fatigable energy (they never stop 
moving—exit stage left, right, for- 
ward, rear...), I feel a little guilty 
when I say Maggie Now! exhaust- 
ed me a little, especially given the 
good old-fashioned yarn they're 
spinning, but since critics are a 
contemptuous lot by nature, here 
we go: if I hear anyone attempting 
a “jig on a lazy Saturday night” or 
mentioning their dreams of 
“dowries and a good milking calf’ 
any time before next March 17, 
they're getting, to borrow a phrase 
from the play, an “old time lick 
ing.” 

ZOLTAN VARADI 


MANNERS FOR MEN 
(STAGE 10) 

ae 
By the end of this play, I decided 
that, against my better judgment, | 
genuinely liked Skid Mark 
Frank/Foot Fetish Frank, as played 
by playwright Justin Sage-Passant 
Which is quite a feat, considering the 
man takes a crap onstage and gener- 
ally reminds me of a greasy, slightiy 
pervy uncle. 

For that reason, Frank earns more 
scorn than sympathy through most 
of the play. And Sage-Passant's 
“guide to lad culture” character 
relies a little too much on clichés to 
provide comic relief in the midst of 





MISS APRIL’S DAY SCHOOL FOR BURGEONING YOUNG STRIPPERS 


When you graduate, you throw everything into the air 


Frank‘s depressing life. The central 
relationship between Frank and his 
mother, however, is well-written 
and sharply acted. Sage-Passant’s 
portrayal of a social outcast unable 
even to take a stroll without forcing 
himself through a string of agoniz- 
ing decisions, is bang-on 


ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 


MARK TWAIN’S “IS SHAKE- 
SPEARE DEAD?” 

(BYOV A) 

wee 

Taking the stage dressed in British 
prosecutor's robes, Montreal actor 
Keir Cutler's droll stage reading 
of Mark Twain’s famous essay is a 
must-see at a fest during that’s 
home to so much flagrant Bard- 
worshipping. Imperiously dis- 
missing those who think Shake- 
speare wrote Macbeth and Hamlet 
and Romeo and Juliet, Cutler por- 
trays the historical Shakespeare as 
an illiterate, uneducated rube 
from the sticks who was so un-lit- 
erary he didn’t even own a single 
book when he died. 

Impressively, at the performance I 
attended, Cutler deftly handled a 
female audience member who piped 
up to defend Shakespeare's reputa- 
tion, keeping his composure even as 
he strayed from the script to rebut 
her points. 

Standing beside a bust of Shake- 
speare perched on a pedestal (pur- 
chased, he says, from Statues.com), 
Cutler hilariously seethes with right- 
eous fury towards the “troglodytes” 


myth of 


word on 


who persist in believing the 
” Not the last 
the old battle about the authorship 
of Shakespeare's plays, but a funny 
volley all the same 

MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


this “genius. 


MATT AND BEN 


(STAGE 1) 

xKeKwe 

Imagine sitting in Ben Affleck’s 
living room as he and Mait 


Damon recount how a brilliant, 
fully-written script fell from the 
sky—well, tec the ceil 
ing—and altered their lives forev- 
er. That's Mait and Ben, the highly 
embroidered story of how the 
then-unknown actors came across 
their Oscar-winning screenplay 
for the film Good Will Hunting, 
The meat of the play lies not so 
much in the serendipitous appear- 
ance of the screenplay but in the 
best-buddy riffing between the 


hnically 








duo (played in male drag by Joce- 
lyn Ahlf and Belinda Cornish) as 
they battle each other while trying 
to advance their own careers. The 
cript, surprisingly, doesn’t rely 
on Hollywood pop culture refer- 
ences for its humour; these charac- 
ters could be virtually any two 
competitive male friends. And the 
dynamic between the future Jason 
Bourne and the future Gigli is 
delivered so convincingly that 
you almost forget it’s two women 
up there onstage. 


JANET NGO 
THE MEDICINE SHOW 

(STAGE 3) 

eas 


Medicine shows traditionally 

were traveling shows that would 
come through town in the 19th 
century to peddle their miracle 
cures in between variety acts. 
Prairie Fire Productions’ The Medi- 
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cine Show seeks to recapture this 
bygone theatrical form: it’s an old- 
timey, vaudeville-style variety 
show full of plugs for Professer E. 
Lixer’s Aqua Vitae Cure, which is 
billed as the panacea of all ills, 
capable of curing every imagin- 
able health problem, including 
death. 

Christopher Bange is on the 
money as a smooth-talking, 
down-home salesman, and Prairie 
Fire is charming as his assistant 
There are numerous unusual acts 
as well: flag-spinners, magicians, 
and mysteries from darkest 
Africa, not to mention a good dose 
of song-and-dance, a lot of hokey 
jokes and many virtuoso costume 
changes. At times I wondered if 
the addition of another actor 
would have helped things run a 
bit more smoothly, but part of the 
fun is realizing that there are only 
two performers playing all these 
characters. Step right up—The 
Medicine Show is funny, silly, and 
a rollicking good time. 

CASEY GAGNON 


MISS APRIL DAY’S SCHOOL 
FOR BURGEONING YOUNG 
STRIPPERS 

(STAGE 8) 

waeKkK: 

Have you ever wanted to learn 
how to give a great lapdance? 
Need a few tips on attracting the 
right customers? Well, Miss April 
Day's School for Burgeoning Young 
Strippers will give you the (way) 
lowdown on everything you need 
to know about the ecdysiast’s art 
A one-woman production that 
reveals every stripper’s secrets, 
not to mention the complicated 
lifestyle associated with the sexy 
career, Miss April Day's School con- 
nects with the audience on all lev- 
els with humour, song, and of 
course a bit of one-on-one interac- 
tion. (Some lucky man might even 
get a free lapdance...) 

As scandalous as it sounds, the 
production is really about making 
us more comfortable with our sex- 
uality while maintaining a degree 
of dignity. Miss April Day's School 
turns out to have a serious mes- 
sage beneath its saucy surface: one 
minute you'll be shifting uncom- 
fortably in your seat, the next 
you'll be laughing so hard your 
panties might pop off 

AMANDA ASH 


MOVIN’ MELVIN BROWN: ME, 
RAY CHARLES, AND SAMMY 
DAVIS JR. 

(STAGE 7) 

want 

It’s hard not to admire a per- 
former like Movin’ Melvin. He’s 
energetic, charming, talented— 
and over 60 years old, He’s got 
buckets more soul than just about 
any other traveling Fringe per- 
formers—out he comes, tap shoes 
blazing, at the outset of this 90- 
minute vaudeville revue, and the 
man doesn’t let up for the dura- 
tion. This is not a show to sit back 
and relax in; it’s a show to get you 
in a good mood, boppin’ and hop- 
pin’ right along with it. Melvin 
was born to entertain, and enter- 
tain he will, if you're not already 
knocked off your ass from beer- 
tent dehydration. His repertoire 
leans heavily on Rat Pack classics 
and standard blues—though he 
throws in enough John Lennon, 
Michael Jackson, and Garth 
Brooks to please the E-town 
crowd. Bring a friend, sing along, 
and appreciate a true showman 
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who works hard to please. 
FAWNDA MITHRUSH 


MUNSCH’N RIGHT ALONG 
(STAGE 12) 
Keke 
As the crowd files into the theatre 
to watch Munsch’n Right Along, a 
number of very excited puppets 
keep peeking over the edge of the 
set. The younger members of the 
audience—most, if not all, of them 
devout Munsch fans—will likely 
grab a seat on the floor at the front 
of the stage, eagerly looking for- 
ward to the show, knowing that 
mud puddles, birthday wishes, 
Play-Doh cookies, and smelly 
socks will be the order of the day. 

Their suspicions are correct. A 
wonderful variety of puppets act 
out six Munsch stories. Match this 
with an extraordinary variety of 
voices from the two puppeteers 
and you have a wonderful show. 

My only disappointment was 
the commercials: puppet kits for 
sale and a notice about the compa- 
ny’s touring schedule. I don’t 
begrudge this talented company a 
chance to tout their wares, but it 
did dull my fond feelings for their 
show a little. 

RICHARD VAN OOSTEROM 


NAPOLEON’S SECRET DIARY 
(BYOV K) 

KKKKS 

“What is history but a fable 
agreed upon?” asks Napoleon 
(Ryan Gladstone, who also wrote 
the script) as he relates his own 
fabulous history, a familiar tale 
here re simagined as the story of a 
tiny, bullied 13-year-old with no 
desire to be great, but who is 
unwittingly propelled to power 
through a series of comic acci- 
dents. 

Gladstone makes great, 
resourceful use of a simple set— 
Napoleon keeps the audience 
transfixed as a huge backdrop of 
the French flag becomes water, a 
bed curtain, bloody rage, and 
finally the white flag of surrender. 
The show devolves a little too far 
into shtick as goofy historical fig- 
ures possess Napoleon's body to 
give him helpful advice, but Glad- 
stone's portrayal of an insecure lit- 
tle boy who develops into a reluc- 
tant soldier and finally a maniacal 
emperor is remarkable and hilari- 
ous. When the general demands 
his audience’s adoration and com- 
pliance, we are truly caught up in 
the dream of a charismatic, lunatic 
leader 

NAOMI LEWIS 


NO MORE GAMES 

(STAGE 5) 

KK 

Please: more games! It’s not that 
we don’t feel for Martin. He’s 
middle-aged and his life sucks 
(tenure disappointment /wander- 
ing wife). And talk about your 
crappy luck: although he doesn’t 
typically do drugs, Marty turns to 
his nephew Devon for something 
to take the edge off his misery, 
only to find himself caught 
between his dealer nephew and 
the law. Unfortunately, the choic- 
es that ultimately complicate Mar- 
tin’s situation are sufficiently daft 
that you begin to appreciate why 
he was denied a permanent teach- 
ing position. 

Beyond that, No More Games is 
largely unfraught with complica- 
tions of the psychological /inter- 
esting variety. Edmonton-based 
playwright/director Andrew 


Torry is blessed with a couple of 
adept performers, but the com- 
bustible components of No More 
Games seem to take precedence 
over the human elements. Emerg- 
ing playwrights: crafting a play 
that doesn’t include a gun ought 
to be considered the theatrical 
equivalent of learning to play 
away from the puck. 


KEVIN WILSON 
NOT EVEN AN OSTRICH 
(STAGE 9) 
KK 


Listen: plays are not PowerPoint 
presentations. The digital projec- 
tion employed here works for the 
first five minutes, during an Al 
Gore-style monologue about cli- 
mate change delivered by hip uni- 
versity prof Phil (actually, it’s a 
good deal more poetic than any- 
thing you'd expect Gore to come 
up with, but same idea). 

After that, the play runs out of 
steam fast. Phil (Drew Taylor) lets 
student Claire (Urszula 
Petrykowska) move in with him 
when she can’t find a place to live. 
You know where this is going. 
Yes, they have sex, yes it leads to 
complications, and yes, every- 
thing ends with a healthy dollop 
of bittersweet pathos. 

But what's with Phil? He goes 


from a hip, confident dude to a 
gratingly insecure wreck from one 
scene to another. And how about 
Claire? A wide naif one moment, 
an angry young spitfire the next. 
Are these characters manic schizo- 
phrenics, or are they just inconsis- 
tently written? 

Competently acted, and not 
without interest, but a pretty shal- 
low production all around. 

MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


NOTRE DAME OF PARIS: THE 
MUSICAL 

(STAGE 7) 

KKH 

Period costumes and enthusiastic 
singing are the main attractions in 
Musicalmania!’s tuneful adapta- 
tion of the novel familiarly known 
as The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 
The young 11-member cast sings 
with a lot of heart as they work 
their way through this famous 
story, but that’s not enough to dis- 
guise the wide range in vocal abil- 
ity. Occasionally, some of the 
louder background voices com- 
peted with the lead singers, 
making it hard to hear key vocal 
pieces. 

Victor Hugo’s classic 11-book 
series would be impossible to 
fully dramatize, but it’s still disap- 
pointing to see it reduced to a 90- 


OUR KIND OF LOVE IS AN UGLY LOVE 
Just so you know: Joelle Lemmen and Tasha Weenk do not get naked in the actual play 





minute musical about Esmeralda 
and her suitors. By eliminating so 
many complex storylines and 
Hugo's themes of social justice— 
precisely the facets that make 
Hunchback such a timeless work— 
the show loses much of its poten- 
tial impact. The result, sad to say, 
is ajumbled show that moves too 
fast for the plot or the characters 
to make any sense. 

JEREMY SCHIFF 


ONE 

(STAGE 1) 

kkk 

Here's a surprisingly captivating 
play—surprising because the dark 
abstract set, the somber music, 
and unusual props and costumes 
set up expectations for alienating 
weirdness-for-weirdness’-sake 
(it’s clear from the first minute of 
this show that this won't be story- 
time on Uncle Jed’s lap before the 
fireplace) that turn out to be com- 
pletely unfounded. 

Writer/ director Jason Carnew 
has created a love story set in an 
otherworldly place and time—not 
quite now but not quite the 
future... perhaps another dimen- 
sion where the kooky but endear- 
ing heroine Philistine (played 
enchantingly by Amber Borotsik) 
must endure deadly risk in an 
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effort to find her long-lost love. 

This multi-sensory experience— 
a hit at NextFest earlier this sum- 
mer—includes video footage, 
sound, and even some dance, all 
of which pulls you deeper into the 
plot. You find yourself feeling for 
the brave Philistine, hoping for 
the best for her and her lover as 
she encounters one idiosyncratic 
character after character. Before 
you know it, the hour is up and 
you're left satiated but wishing 
you could linger a little while in 
Carnew’s strange universe. 

JANET NGO 


OUR KIND OF LOVE IS AN 
UGLY LOVE 

(STAGE 6) 

KKK 

This kind of play is not an ugly 
play. Unless you think swearing is 
ugly, in which case it’s downright 
hideous—but at least it hides a 
romantic heart. It begins as a les- 
bian road comedy: Starbucks 
barista Danielle (Joelle Lemmen) 
strikes up a relationship with Car- 
men (Tasha Weenk), who man- 
ages to be simultaneously outspo- 
ken yet apolitical—vanilla 
Danielle is embarrassed by Car- 
men’s habit of referring to herself 
as a dyke, and yet Danielle’s the 
one who wants them to get mar- 
ried on the steps of the House of 
Commons. 

But the play’s most compelling 
character turns out to be Ray 
(Mark Stubbings, who also wrote 
the script), a spiritually conflicted 
bounty hunter who swears a blue 
streak but can’t bear to hear the 
Lord’s name taken in vain. 

Stubbings’ writing has a ten- 
dency to be too on-the-nose, and 
there’s something a bit off about 
the way a play ostensibly about 
lesbianism gets hijacked by a 
swaggering alpha male—but at 
least this energetically out-of-con- 
trol play, unlike a lot of Fringe 
comedies, is genuinely about 
something, and Stubbings mostly 
keeps the message-mongering 
from overwhelming the laughs. 

PAUL MATWYCHUK 


OUT OF POCKET 
(STAGE 7) 
kkk 
Two performers, seven characters, 
a few clothing props and a practi- 
cally bare stage are all that holds 
Out of Pocket together, and by and 
large that's all that’s needed in 
this dark, fast-moving 
comedy /drama. Local actors 
Vanessa Sabourin and Mark Jenk- 
ins are excellent at hurtling from 
persona to persona—from a mar- 
tied couple, to two somewhat dis- 
turbed homeless people panhan- 
dling in front of their building— 
but the script is problematic, occa- 
sionally leaning on clichés to 
make its point. While the rise in 
tension between the various char- 
acters is nicely done—again, 
Sabourin and Jenkins are wonder- 
ful—it all falls apart a little as the 
play winds down to its expected, 
somewhat truncated ending. 
TOM MURRAY 


P.S.69 

(STAGE 4) 

wet 

As Susan Jeremy’s Molly 
DeKowski braves the uncharted 
world of substitute teaching, she 
faces an onslaught of students, 
parents and friends—24, to be 
exact, and Jeremy plays all of 
them, each instantly recognizable 


through their distinctive posture, 
facial expression and accent 
which is no small feat 

But while an inner-city Brook 
lyn elementary school will no 
doubt be home to students hailing 
from a plethora of ethnic and « lass 
backgrounds, Jeremy's perfor 
mance relies so much on broadly 
drawn stereotypes that, exc ept for 
Molly, suffer for it 

As Molly struggles to win the 
respect of her hard-to-please 
fourth-graders and her even more 
unimpressed fellow teachers, all 
the while avoiding asthma-induc 
ing chalk dust, the plot takes an 
inspired, bizarre twist that culm 
nates in the play’s most entertain 
ing display of physical comedy 
But even this catastrophic situa 
tion plays out a bit slower than it 
should, with a dubiously feel 
good subplot thrown in just as the 
show ought to be winding down 
to its abrupt and too-neat resolu 
tion 

NAOMI LEWIS 


PASSION 

(STAGE 9) 

KK 

A bare-bones staging of Stephen 
Sondheim's 1994 Tony Award- 
winner about a soldier whose 
obsession with a clinging, sickly, 
pay unattractive woman 
eads him to abandon his beautiful 
lover, Passion is a reminder that 
Broadway musicals are best not 
attempted in such humble envi- 
rons as the Walterdale Theatre 
Not that the cast doesn’t try 
valiantly. The singing is passable 
to good, and there are even a few 
truly evocative moments—though 
those were probably due more to 
Sondheim’s story (adapted from 
an 1869 novel by Iginio Tarchetti 
and Ettore Scola’s 1981 film Pas- 
sion d’Amore) than to the contribu- 
tions by the local cast. 

The acting is more variable than 
the singing, the performances run- 
ning the gamut from decent (Cory 
Christenson as Colonel Ricci), to 
not so good (Martin Galba’s bug- 
eyed Giorgio) to terrible (Ken Hal- 
liday as Doctor Tambourri). For 
those who don’t know much 
about musical theatre, this is not 
the place to start. And for those 
who do, Passion is little more than 
an appetizer for the real thing. 

MATTHEW HALLIDAY 





PHIL THE VOID: WHERE THE 
TRUTH LIES 

(STAGE 10) 

KKK 

Phil the Void feels a little empty; 
when it ends, it feels as though 
standup comic Phil van Hest is 
just getting warmed up, and need- 
ed a few more minutes to really 
find his stride. But considering 
this show is a sequel to last year’s 
Phil the Void: Ignorance Is Bliss, 
you'd think he’d have found the 
time to refine his material. 

He drinks onstage (apple juice, 
so he swears) and demands 
applause from the audience so 
that he has time to take a swig. 
Although he comes up with some 
good Daily Show-style political 
observations, most of the show is 
padded out with pointless vulgar- 
ities about why men like breasts 
and a running gag on the word 
“anal.” Phil definitely had more 
fun with his show than I did. 

ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 


PICASSO AT THE LAPIN AGILE 
(STAGE 11) 





PLANES, TRANS AND AUTOMOBILES 
Darrin Hagen and Dana Andersen are a transporting stage couple 


KaKt Sy 

So Pablo Picasso and Albert Ein- 
stein walk into a bar—a joint 
named the Lapin Agile. They 
drink and they debate, but this is 
not really an angry clash of per- 
sonalities; it’s more of a playful 
discussion that pits art against sci- 
ence. 

Picasso at the Lapin Agile was 
Steve Martin’s first play—Edmon- 
ton audiences may remember it as 
the first show Bob Baker ever 
staged when he took over as artis- 
tic director of the Citadel—and 
though the popular actor is best 
known for his comedic roles, this 
whimsical, ironic comedy about 
two geniuses about to make their 
impact on the 20th century sug- 
gests he could have carved out an 
equally successful career for him- 
self as a playwright even if he’d 
never gone into acting. Intellect 
and humour drive this play to an 
inspiring conclusion that makes 
you want to race home and start 
painting, theorize about the uni- 
verse, or at least see if you can get 
away with paying your bar tab 
with a pencil sketch on a napkin. 

CORY RICHARD 


PLANES, TRANS AND AUTO- 
MOBILES 

(STAGE 7) 

KKK 

Guys in Disguise are back with a 
surreal road trip tale peppered 
with plenty of in jokes custom-tai- 
lored to their faithful Edmonton- 
ian audiences. Hoping to drive 
from Toronto to Edmonton in a 
nice car with a “really hot chick,” 
a bitter comedian (Dana Ander- 


sen) posts an ad on the internet 
He’s in for a surprise when a stat- 
uesque transvestite (Darrin 
Hagen, naturally) shows up and 
their, er, “trans”-continental 
adventure kicks into high gear 
There are the expected cheap 
laughs here—well delivered by 
both Andersen and Hagen—but 
the play also offers some enter- 
taining commentary on gender 





identity and acceptance. These 
two veteran Edmonton actors play 
well off each other, providing a 
good mix of intelligent and low- 
brow humor without losing sight 
of the play’s broader themes. 

That said, the script is also even 
more loosely structured than pre- 
vious Guys in Disguise shows. 
This approach does create space 
for some truly funny improvised 
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SCRATCH 
Arlen Konopaki and Kevin Gillese create improv with a point 


moments, but it also interrupts the 
flow that what is otherwise a very 
polished comedic journey. 


JEREMY SCHIFF 


POOFY DU VEY IN “BURDEN 
OF POOF” 
(STAGE 3) 
Kat 
There's a kind of delicious and 
elegant awkwardness about Poofy 
du Vey. Perhaps it’s the way she 
compulsively smoothes down her 
crinolines, or the way she can sit 
in a chair and cause it to creak for 
what seems like an impossible 
length of time 

I’ve always been nervous about 
clown shows—I think because one 
assumes a certain degree of risk 
when you go to a show that’s like- 
ly to involve direct performer- 
audience interaction. Poofy, how- 
ever, won me over with her mix- 
ture of sweetness, contempt, pas- 
sive-aggressiveness, and vulnera- 
bility. Courtney Cunningham is a 
remarkable, fascinating physical 
performer, and witty in her inter- 
actions. Sometimes frenetic, some- 
times heartbreaking, the show is 
unevenly paced. But Cunningham 
has a genuine talent for connect- 
ing with her audience and she 
evokes a palpable (and audible) 
response, and leaves you rooting 
for her by show’s end. 

CASEY GAGNON 


POPTART 

(STAGE 8) 

kkk 

So how does Brad truly feel about 
Angelina? What is baby Suri real- 


ly thinking? What kind of a moth- 
er is Britney Spears? And how 
about that Paris sex tape? Sigh... if 
only we were famous... 

Why are we drawn so irre- 
sistibly to those magazines at the 
supermarket checkout count? And 
why do we feel the need to escape 
into our celebrity fantasies, relish- 
ing their failures and envying 
their superhot lifestyles? Chris 
Craddock’s play Poptart provides 
some of the answers and hilari- 
ously comments on the difficulty 
of finding one’s own identity 
within a culture obsessed by 
celebrity and fame. 

Clarice Eckford plays an 
uptight lawyer, Shannon Blanchet 
is her celebrity-worshipping half- 
sister and Ryan Parker is the 
Perez-like proprietor of a gossip 
website—they re all fantastically 
funny and cringingly human, and 
will have you laughing, squirming 
and craving pie, all at the same 
time. And director Kevin Sutley 
(no stranger to the Fringe, or to 
Craddock) ensures Poptart has fill- 
ing. As Paris Hilton would say 
“It’s hot.” 


JENNIFER GREEN 
A POSTER OF THE COSMOS 
(STAGE 2) 
KKK 


Actually two short solo plays 
packaged as one. Kawaisoo hinges 
on Melissa Thingelstad’s perfor- 
mance as Ellie, a fluttery yuppie 
showing her ex-husband around 
the 24-hour supermarket that is 
practically the fetishized centre of 
her life. Kawaisoo (Japanese for 





“the pity of things”) is as darkly 
comic as they come, but it’s also 
heartbreaking, with Thingelstad 
walking the delicate line between 
caricature and empathy. 

Opening to the bleak lyrics of 
Lou Reed’s “Cremation/ Ashes to 
Ashes,” Lanford Wilson’s A Poster 
of the Cosmos stars Andy Northrup 
as a baker being interrogated in a 
New York City police station over 
an unspecified crime. From 
Northrup’s torrent of unconnect- 
ed ramblings you can only guess 
at what he’s being grilled over—a 
murder? A robbery? A drug deal 
gone bad?—until the facts start to 
seep out. After that, anyone with a 
pulse will be transfixed as 
Northrup’s face changes into a ric- 
tus of fear, doubt, anger, and pain 
under the harsh interrogation 
light. 


TOM MURRAY 
THE POWER OF IGNORANCE 
(STAGE 5) 

week 


They said it was bliss. I believed 
them. They were wrong. Paradox- 
ically, it was while watching this 
encomium to ignorance that I real- 
ized the truly clueless are going to 
miss another opportunity to enjoy 
this certified Fringe hit, Chris 
Gibbs’ masterful turn as Vaguen, 
the motivational guru and author 
of “an actual book” (which, funni- 
ly enough, is an actual book). It 
makes one wish there were some 
way to merge live theatre and 
TiVo. What was that he just said? I 
think I missed a couples layers of 
wit, wordplay, irony, dark 


humour, and foreshadowing. And 
while the laughs come at a break- 
neck pace, Gibbs is no less speedy 
at extemporaneously interpolating 
gags whenever the opportunity 
arises. 

A caveat: At the risk of taking 
The Power of Ignorance too serious- 
ly, there’s an element of Vaguen’s 
life that’s deeply sad. Where 
Anthony Robbins would appear 
to be cunning, poor old Vaguen 
seems altogether crippled. 

KEVIN WILSON 


PRIVATE! 

(STAGE 1) 

KEKE 

private i is a one-woman show 
starring Winnipeg-based 

dancer/ performance artist Jolene 
Bailie, whose kooky little-girl per- 
sona shares her private musings 
on war, happiness, and whether 
inanimate objects have a soul... 
and then launches into some 
enthusiastically choreographed 
modern dance routines. (Denise 
Clarke from Calgary’s One Yellow 
Rabbit troupe is credited as writer 
and director.) 

My favourite segment of the show 
dealt with the subject of jealousy. 
Exclaiming that she is not a jealous 
person except for a small deposit of 
jealousy housed in her big toe, Bailie 
then launched into a dance in which 
she tried to'stamp out her big toe, 
only to have her entire body fall 
under her big toe’s control. 

If it all sounds a bit abstract, well, 
that’s the nature of experimental the- 
atre. But don’t worry: Bailie is such 
an expressive performer (and so 
unafraid of looking silly) that you'll 
likely be as swept up in the moment 
as I was, and forget about trying to 
figure out the show’s underlying 
logic, 

JANET NGO 


PUTZ 

(STAGE 4) 

KKK 

Moving between a desk, a chair 
and a flipboard, Andrew Bailey 
performs a one-man show of the 
neurotic-romantically-challenged- 
boy-comes-of-age variety, and it’s 
just about perfect. As the play 
begins, God creates Adam and 
Eve, and thus does Bailey intro- 
duce his pet themes: love, religion 
and guilt. 

Those three abstract concepts all 
play a very active role in the series 
of vignettes that follow, as Bailey 
describes disastrous social 
encounters; muses poignantly 
about friendship and faith; con- 
fides the torments of mental ill- 
ness; and expertly undercuts all 
forays into sentimentality, star- 
tling the teary-eyed audience into 
laughter with Woody Allen-esque 
humour. God reappears from time 
to time, in the form of a flashlight 
shining into the audience and 
onto Bailey’s ODC-filled head. 

As he struggles with lifelong 
love for his lesbian best friend, his 
psychiatrist's order to start dating, 
his waning faith in God, and an 
incapacitating guilt over his 
uncontrollable, unseemly 
thoughts, it’s impossible not to be 
swept up by Bailey’s humour, 
compassion, and honesty. 

NAOMI LEWIS 


RAINER HERSCH’S VICTOR 
BORGE 

(STAGE 1) 

Kak 

Avid Victor Borge fans might be 
justly skeptical of any attempt to 


imitate the late, great 
pianist/comedian, but they 
should make a point of flocking to 
this show. And they should buy 
their tickets early: on opening 
night, a nearly packed house (of 
mostly grey-haired festival-goers) 
roared with laughter and gave 
British funnyman Rainer Hersch a 
standing ovation. 

Indeed, Hersch may be the per- 
fect successor to the signature 
Borge style. Like Borge, he’s a 
musician-turned-standup comedi- 
an with the impeccable timing 
you need to play classical music 
and tell jokes at the same time— 
and to make them both worth lis- 
tening to. 

But Hersch does more than sim- 
ply trot out his Borge impression; 
throughout the show, he tells 

his own jokes, tells Borge jokes, 
tells us how he came to know and 
admire Borge, and recounts 
Borge’s life story—yep, that Victor 
Borge sure was a cool guy. 

Whether Hersch’s show is 
meant to be a tribute, a simulated 
Borge concert or a musical biogra- 
phy is hard to say. What is clear is 
that Hersch should just harness 
his red-hot talent and, in the best 
Borge tradition, he should run 
with it. 

JANET NGO 


SACRILICIOUS! 

(STAGE 5) 

Ke KI a 

Sacrilicious! is semi-delicious. Dan 
Gibbins’ trio of one-act plays 
poses, among others, the follow- 
ing questions: Could a soulless 
media goad Jesus and Superman 
into a pay-per-view battle for the 
hearts and minds of a needy pub- 
lic? Could our monotheistic world 
avoid spiritual bottlenecks with 
pantheism? And have millennia of 
minding the door turned St. Peter 
into embittered jerk? 

Gibbins and Calgary's Scorpio 
Theatre turn this what-if into 
whine, with wit and insight, a 
light-hearted introductory class in 
theology and comparative religion 
that’s not deep but far from dumb. 
Though not entirely polished, the 
three performers approach the 
show with enthusiasm and a mea- 
sure of panache, making the occa- 
sional flat spot forgivable—cer- 
tainly more forgivable than St. 
Peter's little stunt. And for inter- 
stitial entertainment, you'd be 
hard pressed to do better than 
Disco Jesus shaking his supple ass 
to Jamiroquai. 

KEVIN WILSON 


SCRATCH 
(BYOV A) 
KAKA ee 
How do they do it? How are 
Rapid Fire Theatre regulars Arlen 
Konopaki and Kevin Gillese 
(who’s also the company’s associ- 
ate artistic director) able to devel- 
op, let alone keep straight, the 
three different plots they brought 
to climax and conclusion in their 
improvised show Scratch is 
beyond me. (I was taking notes 
during the show and I’m not sure, 
off the top of my head, that I 
could even list them. Let's see... 
there was the couple, the road trip 
girls, and... oh right, the tourist.) 
Seasoned professionals as they 
are, Konopaki and Gillese make it 
all look effortless. They anticipate 
each other's cues within a 
nanosecond and feed off each 
other's ideas like a... like a... like 
some kind of mutual feeding 
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machine. (See? That’s why I’m not 
an improv comic.) You'd think 
they were an old married couple, 
except that they’re not very old. 
Most impressive is how they 
maintained the pressed look of 
their dapper three-piece suits by 
the end of their high-octane per- 
formance. 

Kudos also to the sound and 
visual effects guy, who was really 
on top of his game the night I saw 
them. 


JANET NGO 
SEX OVER 40 AND OTHER 
AMAZING STORIES 
(BYOV G) 
we KI 


You're pushing 40, certain body 
parts are starting to droop, your 
cat is the coolest person you 
know, and Mr. Right still hasn’t 
shown up to sweep you off your 
feet. Worried? Don't be. Sex Over 
40 and Other Amazing Stories is an 
honest, humourous, and oddly 
reassuring musical cabaret that 
reveals there’s more to life than 
fairytales. 

You don’t need to be in your 40s 
to appreciate the advice that 
singer / performer Sharon Richard- 
son has to offer. (After all, it’s good 
to know what you'll be up against 
when that first wrinkle appears in 
the corner of your eye.) And if 
you're itching for live music, pianist 
Andrew Glover, drummer Tyler 
Hornby, and bassist Rubim de Tole- 
do will scratch that itch. Sex Over 40 
is like seeing your favourite band, 
except in this case the singer does a 
little more than just hold the mic and 
jump around. 

CORY RICHARD 


SIMON SIMMONS AND 
BURKLEY’S BOOK OF EVERY- 
THING 

(STAGE 12) 

Ke 

Two pupils, Simon and Olivia, sit 
in an empty classroom—they’ve 
gotten in trouble for not knowing 
what a second remainder is. Nei- 
ther do I, and I’m in even deeper 
trouble than they are because I 
couldn’t make sense of this play's 
storyline to save my life. | under- 
stood that the two escape their 
classroom predicament with the 
aid of “Burkley’s Book of Every- 
thing,” but from that point for- 
ward I was lost. Who is Mr. 
Burkley and why do they need 
him? Why does Simon have to 
“come to his senses,” as Mr. 
Burkley insists? 

Perhaps if I had my own copy 
of Mr. Burkley’s book, all these 
mysteries would become clear. 
But as it is, all I can suggest is that 
if puzzles are your thing, go and 
see this play for yourself. Perhaps 
you'll discover what I missed. 

RICHARD VAN OOSTEROM 


SINGING AT THE EDGE OF THE 
WORLD 

(STAGE 5) 

tok tok 

Randy Rutherford’s fans know 
what to expect: the severely hear- 
ing-impaired storyteller, singer, 
and guitar player gently remi- 
nisces about a bittersweet turning 
point in his life, aaa! expos- 
ing his own foibles, skillfully 
immersing the audience in his 
moments of insecurity and 
epiphany. This time around, 
Rutherford (Weaverville Waltz, This 
May Feel a Little Funny) digs into 
his days as a folksinger in Alaska 
in the ’70s: Just as he begins to 


enjoy some success, and the 
resulting attention of the wide- 
eyed, unfailingly supportive 
Molly, the hearing problem that 
has dogged him takes a serious 
turn... while he’s performing, no 
less 

Once you figure out where 
things are headed, the story of his 
subsequent withdrawal and 
depression offers few surprises 
but dolorous pleasure lies in the 
details with which Rutherford 
embroiders his story, evocatively 
communicating both his delight 
and his terror. Not flashy, not 
edgy, but sincere, unpretentious, 
and satisfying 

KEVIN WILSON 


SOLITUDE 

(STAGE 8) 

kkk 

Solitude dives headfirst into a 
moral wasteland occupied by six 
equally ethically challenged char- 
acters. Roy, the protagonist, is a 
wealthy businessman with an 
intense fear of being alone, a pho- 
bia that becomes a narrative 
springboard for a series of bizarre 
events—including an encounter 
with a boy whose entire skin has 
been literally eaten by wolves— 
that get increasingly twisted as 
the play goes on. — 

There's nothing experimental or 
inaccessible going on here—this is 
meat-and-potatoes Fringe theatre, 
folks—and the deadpan crude 
humour provides some pretty 
side-splitting moments. The script 
contains a few fart jokes, but 
they’re smart fart jokes. 

So let's recap: a skinless dude, a 
morally despicable man, and 
buckets of toilet humour: Solitude 
might not be high art, but it sure 
as hell is entertainment. 

EAMON MCGRATH 


SOMETHING RED 

(STAGE 3) 

KKK 

“We are not working with a strict- 
ly naturalistic style,” read the 
Director’s Notes to Something Red, 
“but exploring a theatricality in 
which the sub-text is shared with 
the audience through the actor’s 
movement and use of space.” 

In practice, this means a lot of 
stylized gesturing, a set designed 
to look like it was made from 
jagged shards of glass, and four 
actors who perform barefoot— 
apparently because it’s more artis- 
tic that way. 

I'm being flip here, but only 
because Tom Walmsley’s yenera- 
ble Canadian play about soul- 
searching and sexual betrayal 
among four hard-drinking, self- 
destructive young friends is so 
relentlessly intense and absurdly 
melodramatic that it’s hard to 
resist poking fun at it. The thing 
definitely has its wanky moments, 
but I have to admit: it’s never bor- 
ing, the performers are ferociously 
committed to the material, there's 
always something visually inter- 
esting happening onstage and the 
sound design by Matthew Skopyk 
is unusually sophisticated for a 
Fringe show. 


PAUL MATWYCHUK 
STAND UP STAND OUTS 
(STAGE 9) 
Kitty 


Why is 95 per cent of stand-up y 
comedy so very, very awful? Let's 
0 through this performer by per- 


ormer. 
MC Kelly Soluduka: Overex- 





plains jokes, like he doesn’t trust 
the audience to get them. Poor 
transitions. Like most of these 
guys, he doesn’t seem to realize 
that what's clever and funny ina 
bar with your buddies isn’t neces- 
sarily hilarious in front of a pay 
ing audience 

Lars Callieou: Hey, did you 
know Americans often have 
amusing misconceptions about 
Canada? Callieou seems to think 
he’s the first comedian ever to 
have pointed this out 

Andrew Iwanyk: Best of a bad 
lot. His shy, deadpan delivery is 
the vogue thing for hipster comics 
now, and when the very white 
Iwanyk honours his “heritage” by 
translating his oddball little jokes 
into faux-Mandarin (English 
speakers can follow along ona 
posterboard behind him), he won 
me over. He even ended up doing 
half the show in his underwear, 
unexpectedly for both him and the 
audience, for reasons best not 
gone into here. Iwanyk is one of 
the one and a half stars above 

Sean Lecomber: Boy, customer 
service in Alberta sure is bad 
these days. Ho ho ho. In all fair- 
ness, he’s the other half-star. 

MATTHEW HALLIDAY 


STRAWBERRIES IN JANUARY 
(STAGE 6) 

Ket 

Francois (Chris Bullough) is a 
would-be screenwriter who dis- 
penses coffee in a Montreal café 
Sophie (Jana O'Connor) is his one- 
time roommate, whose impulsive 
proposal of marriage he impul- 
sively rejected. Robert (Patrick 
Howarth) is a professor of French 
literature—and apprently 
Francois’ only customer—Frangois 
arranges a blind date between 
Robert and Sophie, little suspect- 
ing how jealous he'll become 
when the two of them hit it off 
And Léa (Rebecca Starr) is an 
innkeeper who shares a past with 
both Robert and Sophie. 

That's a complicated web of 
interconnections for such a slight 
play—you feel like one strong 
breeze would knock it over. This 
whimsical confection by Evelyne 
de la Cheneliére is about as deep 
as the crust on a creme caramel, 
the plot is artificial, and the dia- 
logue has that stilted sound com- 
mon to so many Quebec plays 
translated into English. But charm 
goes an awful long way in the the- 
atre, and this cast is pretty god- 
damn charming. And they 
deserve bonus points for wearing 
such heavy woollen clothes inside 
the Catalyst in the middle of 
August. 


PAUL MATWYCHUK 
SUPERHERO LIVE 
(BYOV L) 
we KH 


A “spoken-word comic-book rock 
opera” that begins with its hero 
getting a knife in his chest—you'd 
think a show like that would be a 
blast. But while a few scenes in 
Superhero Live conjure up the fun, 
primal, pop-art power of the best 
superhero comics (especially the 
scene where Michael Cowie's sin- 
ister, bald-headed “Shady Charac- 
ter” recruits an impressionable 
teenaged girl to join a mysterious 
organization known only as “The 
Consortium”), the plot gets lost in 
a labyrinth of exposition, dream 
sequences, mind melds and end- 
less who-can-you-trust? mind 
games pitting Aaron Talbot's 





superpowered protagonist against 
The Consortium and some kind of 
government black-ops agency 
named Genoflex 

Murray Utas makes a strong 
impression in a hazily written role 
as Talbot's father (or perhaps just 
Talbot’s memory of him), and the 
music by John Davidge and Shaun 
McKee provides a good setting for 
the stylized dialogue. But a 
opera” in which nobody actually 


rock 





sings? Does this superhero story 
take place on the planet Bizarro? 
PAUL MATWYCHUK 


THE TALE OF A T-SHIRT 

(STAGE 4) 

x*x 

I have to admit, I went into The 
Tale of a T-Shirt expecting an 
earnest, preachy social commen- 
tary on the evils of the modern 
clothing industry. What I got was 
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anything but. It’s the kind of 
“how a bill becomes a law” pre- 
sentation that you might see in 
school, if the bill were cotton, and 
the law was a T-shirt. 

It’s quite literally the story of 
how a T-shirt comes into being. 
The cast kicks things off by per- 
forming a theme song—a neon- 
clad, gyrating-aerobics-instructor, 
heavy-metal theme song which 
sets the tone for the quirky, self- 
referential, often absurd 75 min- 
utes that follow. There are pup- 
pets, a meditation on a seagull, 
unexpected musical interludes, 
and plenty of non sequiturs. Some 
of the jokes work better than oth- 
ers and the story gets a little thin, 
but this show’s irreverent charm 
won me over in the end. 

CASEY GAGNON 


TANGELICO 
(STAGE 10) 
KEES 
Solid acting, staging, and writing 
make this accessibly Beckettesque 
comedy by Ottawa playwright 
Sterling Lynch (whose The Root of 
All Squares earned something of a 
cult following at the Fringe back 
in 2001) both delightfully funny 
and thought-provoking. Jacob 
(Michael Showler) is our hero, a 
man paralyzed by his desire to say 
something new—a dilemma that 
anyone trying to bang out a dozen 
Fringe reviews over the course of 
two days can definitely identify 
with. God knows how hard it is to 
create anything truly new and 
unique—and as Tangelico unfold- 
ed, I found myself musing on 
what a burden that is in a society 
so based on individual achieve- 
ment 

But the play is enjoyable no 
matter how much neurotic mental 
energy you pour into it. The ban- 
ter between Jacob and a compul- 
sive potato-peeler named Jenna 
(Samantha Mouchet) in particular 
is fast-paced and fun, while Anne 
Wyman interjects some amusingly 
frivolous one-liners from the side- 
lines. 


ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 


THOMAS BAXTER’S THOUGHT 
CONTROL 

(STAGE 5) 

KEKE 

If you've managed to sidestep 
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undergraduate psychology cours- 
es, you may be surprised to learn 
that people unconsciously con- 
form to predictable patterns of 
behaviour. But even if you have, 
in fact, written the definitive 
paper on the Stroop Effect, behold 
Thomas Baxter—student of the 
psyche and erstwhile magician— 
who will dumbfound and bewil- 
der you by anticipating and cor- 
raling your thoughts, “reading” 
your mind with startling accuracy. 

If dumbfoundment and bewil- 
deration satisfy your entertain- 
ment jones, then you've found 
your show. Former Thought Con- 
trol audience members may be 
easily identified by their deeply 
grooved foreheads and expres- 
sions of incredulity, You may, 
however, wish that Baxter’s supa- 
amazing “psychological illusions” 
added up to something more the- 
atrical, wrapped together by a tal- 
ented raconteur. Given this mater- 
ial, ripe with potential for digging 
deep into the human condition, 
one can’t help but ask oneself: 
“What would Penn and Teller 
have done?” 

KEVIN WILSON 


TIPPI SEAGRAM’S HAPPY 
HOUR 

(STAGE 2) 

weet 

“Oh, I was in agony,” moaned one 
older gal as she and a pal exited 
Stage 2 after Tippi Seagram's Happy 
Hour. Which made me feel bet- 
ter—I’d also been in a state of dis- 
comfort during the performance, 
but thought that perhaps I was 
simply too young too appreciate 
Ms. Seagram’s brand of humour. 
(I'm in my late 30s—do I still get 
to call myself “young”?) 

Tippi Seagram, you see, is an 
grand, horny dame (“cougar of 
the casting couch,” is how she 
bills herself)—a shameless, self- 
absorbed actress (think Norma 
Desmond, a good 10 years before 
she went batshit and started bury- 
ing chimps, not to mention 
William Holden) who regales you 
with naughty stories and cracks 
like “I think they should make a 
new X-Men character: Post- 
Menopausal Woman—I'll melt 
the polar ice caps with my hot 
flashes.” 

Groan. But, the kaffeeklatsch 
crowd chuckled appreciatively 
enough. Or were they just being 
polite? After all, here was my new 
comrade in critical discourse 
seemingly voicing exactly what I 
had been thinking. But then her 
pal began to commiserate: “Yes, 
but you couldn’t leave or she 
would have thought that it was 
because of her. Those chairs were 
terrible.” 

ZOLTAN VARADI 


TOUGH! 
(STAGE 6) 
KKK 
Even before Tough! began, I sus- 
pected the cast was unusually 
youthful when I saw a middle- 
aged man—obviously the proud 
father of one of the actors—taking 
photos of the nearly sold-out 
opening-night audience and sur- 
reptitiously videotaping the per- 
formance from his seat near the 
front row. So sweet! But I don’t 
know whether this profanity- 
laced, sexually frank one-act is 
something the family will be 
showing Grandma anytime soon. 
Joleen Ballendine is Tina, who 
has summoned her boyfriend 


Bobby (Evan Johnston) to the 
park—she’s pregnant, and she 
wants to know what he plans to 
do about it: At first, the situation 
plays out comically, with anemic, 
weak-kneed Bobby constantly col- 
lapsing, bursting into tears, and 
begging for a hug. But then the 
play turns into a teenaged Olean- 
na, with Tina’s man-hating friend 
Jill (Lianna Makuch) taking every 
opportunity to express her con- 
tempt for poor, overmatched 
Bobby. 

The neophyte cast is a little 
rough around the edges, but actu- 
ally it’s the professional, play- 
wright George F. Walker, who's 
the real problem here: the script 
starts spinning its wheels about 20 
minutes in and never gets back 
into gear. 

PAUL MATWYCHUK 


TRUE GRID 

(STAGE 7) 

KKK 

Playwright Linda Wood Edwards 
scored a big success in 2005 with 
her very first Fringe play, the Ster- 
ling-nominated romantic comedy 
Spring Alibi. Now she’s back with 
the equally engaging True Grid, 
the tale of three longtime buddies 
who grappling with the newest 
addition to their football-watching 
clique: a girl. The men distrust her 
on sight, and when their beloved 
home team falls into a losing 
streak, the only explanation that 
makes sense to them is the influ- 
ence of this unwanted feminine 
intruder. 

This premise opens the door for 
an exploration of relationships 
(both platonic and physical), male 
bonding, and gender stereotyping. 
Maybe I'ma killjoy, but my only 
wish is that the script allowed the 
audience to reflect on these topics 
a little more deeply. 

Still, this is a crisp, entertaining 
play, well acted by an ensemble 
cast of familiar Edmonton faces 
(including Sue Huff as the 
woman), slickly directed by for- 
mer Fringe honcho David Cheo- 
ros, who has put careful thought 
put into every aspect of its stag- 
ing. Well worth a look, even if you 
hate football and would rather 
hibernate until the Grey Cup is 
over with. 

JEREMY SCHIFF 


UNDERNEATH THE LINTEL 
(STAGE 5) 

KKK KY 

Glen Berger's tale of a long-over- 
due library book is, depending on 
your tastes, either a charming and 
moving fable that reaches into the 
heart of the human condition or a 
network of precious contrivances 
in pursuit of the relatively 
straightforward idea that when 
we go, we're soon forgotten. 

In either case, there’s no deny- 
ing that it draws audiences into 
the unraveling of its century-span- 
ning central mystery. There is 
likewise no denying that John D. 
Huston brings great skill and pas- 
sion to the role of the tightly 
wound and slightly narrow-mind- 
ed Dutch librarian, whose world- 
view and sense of certainty take a 
beating during his pursuit of the 
traveler who never rests. That pas- 
sion occasionally turns slightly to 
vice, however: his sometimes 
breathless performance, which 
relies more on vocal than physical 
characterization, suffers a little in 
comparison with Andy Curtis’ 
highly disciplined take on the 





WATER 
Ribbit rePublic pools its resources 


same role at Shadow Theatre in 
2003. 


KEVIN WILSON 
THE UNNATURALS 
(STAGE 7) 
boo Stake 


Edmonton street-magic stalwart 
Ron Pearson proudly displays his 
family jewels in this mild yet alto- 
gether charming parlour show, an 
autobiographical account of the 
historic role the Pearson clan 
played in the magic community— 
a role it appears they'll continue 
to play, judging by the participa- 
tion in this show of Pearson's 
teenaged children Molly and Tom. 

The well-executed, though con- 
ventional demonstrations per- 
formed by Ron and Molly are 
interspersed with a far-too-under- 
stated narrative from Tom, who 
traces historic influences on mod- 
ern magic, from Victorian-era illu- 
sionists and Sufi fakirs to the 
American spiritualism movement 
of the mid-19th century, Audi- 
ences familiar with the glitzy illu- 
sions of A&E’s Mindfreak may not 
be too impressed with the simple 
tricks in The UnNaturals, but the 
live spiritualism demonstrations 
are pretty darn creepy. It’s a little 
bit educational, a little bit mar- 
velous, and more than a little 
mind-bending. If you're shy of 
audience participation, avoid the 
aisle seats. 

FAWNDA MITHRUSH 





VINCENT 

(STAGE 5) 

Ke IY 

In this notable meeting of famous 
ears (pointy vs. absent), play- 
wright Leonard Nimoy gives 
Theo, the dutiful brother of Vin- 
cent Van Gogh, a second go at 
eulogizing his brother. Nimoy 
stitches together readings from 
the great artist’s letters to Theo 
with more or less straightforward 
bits of biography. Protective of his 
brother’s legacy, and sounding 
more than a little defensive, Theo 
alternates between admiration 
and frustration, with his bro’ 
keeping the fires of resentment 
burning. Oy ta, 

And that's largely how this pro- 
duction feels: a largely unvarying 
beat of love, despair, and 
umbrage, with only one flavour of 
each. Norm Usiskin keeps it sim- 
ple as Theo and the voice of Vin- 
cent, which is rather appealing up 
to a point, but which ultimately 
feels a little flat. When the insane- 
ly powerful images of Van Gogh 
are being projected on the screens 
behind you, you've got to big it 
up to avoid being overwhelmed. 

KEVIN WILSON 


WAITING FOR GRIMM 

(STAGE 10) 

we 

Two Vladimir and Estragon-esque 
traveling performers set up their 
makeshift stage in the middle of 
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nowhere, hoping that their re- 
enactments of famous fairytails 
attract enough of a crowd to allow 
them to eat that night: that’s the 
premise of Waiting for Grimm, 
which consists of irreverent, rag- 
tag versions of “Rapunzel,” “The 
Frog Prince,” “Hansel and Gre- 
tel,” and “Little Red Riding 
Hood,” broken up by short 
stretches of amiably pointless 
banter. 

It’s nothing that veteran Fringe- 
goers haven’t seen before—famil- 
iar stories enlivened by pop-cul- 
ture references, a few mild swear- 
words, a dash of audience partici- 
pation and some inoffensive sex 
gags. Shelby Bond and Shannon 
Dery, a pair of Los Angeles comics 
who call themselves “Men With- 
out Man Names,” are likable 
enough guys and their show has a 
few decent laughs, but not enough 
to keep the whole enterprise 
(especially the lazy non-ending) 
from feeling a little half-hearted. 

PAUL MATWYCHUK 


WATER 

(STAGE 3) 

wk ks 

Ina Dykstra’s piano rendition of 
Handel's “Water Music” provides 
an apt and stately start to Ribbit 
rePublic’s Water. The show is a 
series of variations on a theme: 
each scenes and vignette explores 
water as not only the central com- 
ponent in our physical makeup, 
but water as religious ritual, as 
commodity, and ultimately as a 
social responsibility. 

The strong ensemble cast direct- 
ed by Kenneth Brown sails 
through this very physical show, 
making use of mime, musical the- 
atre, clown theatre and my per- 
sonal favourite, the water-bill 
madrigal. Slides and live music 
provide near-seamless transitions 
that complement the show with- 
out taking it over. A blend of com- 
edy, infotainment, personal stories 
and social commentary, Water is 
fast-paced, ever-changing and 
never boring. Some segments, 
inevitably, work better than oth- 
ers, but that's to be expected in a 
patchwork production like this 
one, and the small number of 
unsuccessful bits are more than 
made up for by some truly magi- 
cal and transformative moments. 


CASEY GAGNON 
THE WHISKEY HAIRED MAN 
(STAGE 10) 
wt 


Patty Archer writes, directs and 
plays herself in this monologue 
about her grandfather Tommy 
Walker. Walker's story sounds 
interesting, but this self-indulgent 
play is not. 

Now, I have no doubt Archer 
had only the sincerest intentions 
when she set out to tell this per- 
sonal story, but the acting and 
especially the sketchy writing 
leave much to be desired. Archer 
presents us with a portrait of a 
complicated man with a check- 
ered military history and a broken 
marriage, but offers frustratingly 
little insight into his personality. 
What does he do with the money 
he receives from hocking the fami- 
ly fridge? What does he do on 
Hastings Avenue in Vancouver? 
We never find out, and the man 
never comes alive for us, except in 
the moments where Archer - 
describes the pleasant moments 
she recalls sharing with her mys- 
terious grandfather. It would have 


been nice to have seen a little less 
Stage time spent on the research 
Archer conducted into this man 
and a little more on his thoughts 
and her relationship with him 
ANGELA BRUNSCHOT 


WHITE MICE 

(STAGE 11) 

Kk kK 

Not all mice are created equal— 
they should be, but they're often 
not treated assuch. 

Two charismatic and very liber 
al brothers, who also happen to be 
mice—fast-talking and incredibly 
intelligent mice, but mice all the 
same—tackle a laundry list of hot- 
button issues in Darren O’Don- 
nell’s dense, fast-moving satire. 
While Douglas (Garett Ross) only 
wants to enjoy his cheese, Robert 
(James Hamilton) insists on debat- 
ing the nature of capitalism, 
imperialism, totalitarianism, 
oppression, racism, prejudice, and 
even love 

White Mice is layered with intel- 
ligent, challenging humour—the 
kind of humour that may make 
the liberals in the audience even 
more uncomfortable than the con- 
servatives—and devastatingly 
funny one-liners that leave you 
laughing and wincing in equal 
measure. Watching this fast- 


paced, quick-witted show is like 
undergoing a political awakening 
when you leave the theatre, the 
world looks fundamentally differ 
ent from the way it did when you 
walked in. Eek! 

CORY RICHARD 


WHOA WHOA WHOA! HOLD 
ON A SECOND. WAIT JUST A 
MINUTE... THERE’S WAY TOO 
MUCH BUTTER ON THAT 
(BYOV J) 

KKH 

Local comedy team Mostly Water 
Theatre throws together a mess of 
hit-or-miss bits in a just-over-one 
hour performance that tumbles 
out quickly enough that you bare- 
ly notice the dry patches. The two- 
year-old troupe recalls Mr. Show 
in the way they use video bits 
(their best stuff, actually) to string 
together sketches with the barest 
of connections. 

It's a little stilted at times, the 
pacing is just a touch off, but the 
talent is there. Watch out for the 
excellent “Obscure Comedy Leg- 
ends,” featuring Liz Ludwig as 
Musty Miller, a ‘60s comic who's 
part Lenny Bruce and part Lola; 
“Punch School”; and the surreal 
“Audience as Art” segment. 

TOM MURRAY 





James Hamilton and Garett Ross: royale with cheese 


WOBBLING MADONNA 
(STAGE 9) 

wey 

Christmas rock songs, a cramped 
messy apartment with walls cut in 
the shape of the Virgin Mary 
holding a melted, emaciated body 
those are the sights and sounds 
that greet you the moment you 
enter Walterdale Playhouse to 
watch Wobbling Madonna 

This one-woman play by B.C 
playwright Lucia Frangione (who 
was in town a few years ago with 
her show Espresse) stars Diana- 
Marie Stolz as a loving mother, 
estranged from her daughter for 
several years, trying without 
much success to cope with her 
past and the disconnect she feels 
from her daughter's life. 

At times endearing, at times 
sad, this monologue almost moves 
the audience... but not quite. Stolz 
delivers the monologue in far too 
serious a manner, missing key 
comedic lines that might give the 
audience a chance to bond with 
her character. The result is a need 
lessly heavy show—at only half 
an hour, it’s the shortest play at 
Live and Let Fringe, but it feeis 
longer 

JEREMY SCHIFF 


WOOF, AND OTHER TAILS OF 
ABIGAIL’S 

(STAGE 12) 

Keke 

Andrea Ritter’s show about seven- 
year-old Abigail and her dog 
Woof is the kind of delightfully 
imaginative children’s play that is 
very easy to enjoy—very Fringey 
right down to the medley of songs 
about dogs that introduces the 
show. (Someone knows their 
music and has a great sense of 
humour to boot.) 

Woof is played by a very agile 
Cari Russell, who has quite a 
canine stage presence. The versa 
tile Laura Raboud, meanwhile, 
plays Woof's trainer, three differ- 
ent art critics, Abigail’s mother, a 
monster and a tree. Abigail enjoys 
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herself too: she fights aliens, res- 
cues a superhero in distress, 
teaches trendsetting dance nioves 
to a ballerina, rescues a kitten and, 
even if she doesn’t train him 
according to the manual, creates a 
great relationship with her dog. It 
all happens in the space of three 
quarters of an hour, using mini- 
mal props and costumes that 
appealingly, are all the kinds of 
things that can be found in any- 
one’s spare room. This play is fun, 
and performed with a delicious 
sense of mischief. Do see it 


RICHARD VAN OOSTEROM 


THE WORLD’S WIFE 
(STAGE 2) 
weKKS 
Significant others, one-night 
stands, friends with benefits— 
we've all had them, and according 
to The World's Wife, so have Little 
Red Riding Hood, Mrs. Beast and 
Mrs. Quasimodo. This play by 
Canadian poet Carol Anne Duffy 
allows the wives and lovers of 
some of the most famous men in 
literature and history to finally 
speak their mind in a series of tart 
monologues, performed here by a 
clutch of Edmonton's most talent- 
ed divas, including Leona 
Brausen, Chery! Jameson and 
Davina Stewart 

Many of these sassy ladies have 
lived their entire lives in the shad- 
ows of their male counterparts, so 
they must be grateful to director 
Trevor Schmidt for handing them 
the mic for a few brief—and often 
hilarious—moments. Eurydice 
bluntly explains how she foiled 
Orpheus’ heroic rescue scheme; 
Frau Freud rattl 
imaginable synonym for her hus- 
band’s genitalia; and the gorilla 
“Queen Kong” weeps as she tells 
of her relationship with a man 
Witty, clever and unmistakably 
entertaining, The World's Wife pre- 
sents male-female relations from a 
perspective that’s at once fanciful 
yet realistic 


es off every 
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+ % athe the bottle 
: ~ was left to its death. 


Bottle: (gasping for its 
last breath) Recycle me. 
Please recycle me. 
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